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60 MILES ON A GALLON 
©. B. reports 60 on 
a gallon—as he ran 15 miles on one 


quart. J. T. Jackson got 57 miles ona 
gallon out of a 1914 model Ford. 


SAVES 50% 
F. A. Core writes he put one ona 
Studebaker Special Six Reports a 


sving of 50° in gasoline. 


36 MILES ON 1% GALLONS 
I was getting & to 10 miles on a 
gallon. Vesterday I made a trip of 36 
miles and used only 1', gallons.” 
L.. L. Ropinson 


/CHEVROLET/ 


43 MILES A GALLON 

We have tried them out. Ford 
got 40 miles on a gallon and Chevrolet 
43 miles F.S. Rex Dean, 
another Chevrolet owner reports he 
got 25 miles a gallon. Took the device 
off and mileage dropped to 19. Put it 
back and mileage moved up to 25. 


30 MILES A GALLON 
J. R. Wooo writes he increased 
mileage on his Oldsmobile from 17 
miles a gallon to 30 miles a gallon by 
actual count on 3,000 miles." 


40 MILES A GALLON 

Il made over 40 miles per gallon 
on my Dodge between Brownsville, 
Texas, and Tampico, Mexico. 


T. L. Brown 
INTERNATIONAL 
TRUCKS 
SAVES 41% 


I find it better than you recom 
mend it. On the International Truck 
we use, We are saving by positive test 
41°; im gas and our engine uses less 
oil Georce Bet 


Sworn Affidavit 


I. L. G. Stransky, Vice President. 
J. A. Stransky Mig. Company, being 
fret duly sworn depose and say that 
J A. Stransky Mig. Company 
have im their files thousands of un 
solicited testimonials from satisfied 
users all over the world, 
Signed L. G. StrRansky 
Vice-President 


Subscribed and «worn to before me 
this 29th day of November, 1926 


Signed Ernest HENEGAR 
Notary Public 


With This Amazing Device 


Drove 1300 Miles 
Without Buying Gasoline 


No wonder over a million car owners have installed the Stransky 
Vaporizer! Here’s a remarkable instance—one of many that shows how 
this amazing device has saved gasoline and increased power. J. R. Wood 
of St. Louis writes that he ran his car 3,000 miles on the same amount of 
gas that he formerly used on only 1700 miles. Think of it! 1300 miles 
without buying gasoline! Read the inventor's daring no-risk offer to you. 


$75 to $200 ina Week 


EILDOM if ever has such a money-making 

opportunity been offered distributors—ex- 
perienced or otherwise—full time or spare time. 
Think how fast the money rolls in when Foster 
could make $137.50 in a week—Fuller, $104.50 
in five days—Cronk $51 in an hour! 

If your present job doesn’t pay you $75 to 
$200 in a week, think fast! Full page newspaper 
ads are being used all over America. Over a mil- 
lion car owners have installed it 


it. You can attach it to your engine in about 
three minutes and it needs no further attention. 
Official tests show that most car owners waste 

20 to 30% of their gas by improper combustion. 
Thousands of car owners say that this amazing 
device has saved them as much as 50%; that it 
picks up power more quickly, ENDS spark plug 
and carbon troubles, and works in all weather or 
roads. And so convinced is the inventor that it 
will prove its story that he makes 


already —on all makes of cars, 
trucks and tractors—even on an 
aeroplane. Thousands of car own- 
ers have ordered direct from the 
factory because they couldn't find 
a distributor. Jump in quick and 
get your share of the cream! 


How It Works 


The Stransky Vaporizer was in- 
vented by J. A. Stransky, former 
candidate for Governor of South 
Dakota. It is based on a newly- 


car owners. 


J. A. STRANSKY 


Former Candidate Governor 
of South Dakota is the in 
ventor of this amazing device 3 
now installed by over a million test is unsuccessful. 


the following no-risk offer. 


Mail Coupon Below 


Over one million car owners 
have installed the Stransky Vapor- 
izer at the inventor's risk. This 
coupon will bring you full! details 
of our plan to let you test this 
device on your car in the same way 
and pay you a cash forfeit if the 


You will also learn a 
definite plan that 


discovered scientific engineering 

principle that has stood thousands of tests by 
car owners, dealers, garage mechanics and other 
authorities. It has no delicate parts to get 
out of order. There is nothing complicated about 


The STRANSKY 


VAPORIZER 


Saves Gasoline 


J. A. STRANSKY MFG. CO., Dept. C-1150 
Pukwana, S. D. Resources $500,000.00 


has helped others & 
earn $75 to $200 in a week, full or = 
spare time. Your request will not 
obligate you. Rush the coupon today. 


Gasol 0,7; 

J. A. Stransky Mfg. Co., Dept. C-1150, Pukwana, S. D. 
Ves, send me without obligation full details of your no- 

risk test offer. Also tell me about your distributor's money- 

making plan. 


Name 


Address 


City State 
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she steps into maturity 


will she have been told 
the truth about poisonous antiseptics ? 


PAORTUNATE is the girl with a 
mother who takes her responsi- 
bilities seriously—a mother who will 
not avoid a delicate subject, a mother 
who will frankly tel her the truth 
about poisonous antiseptics. 
Hygienic cleanliness—surgical clean- 
liness—is among the important things 
every young woman should realize. 
Yet there has always 
been a cloud hanging 


over this subject of per- a a anne 


are required by law to carry the 
“skull and crossbone"’ sign on every 
package. 


This is a necessary precaution with 
these carbolic acid preparations: they 
are corrosive and caustic in their 
action, and their continued use results 
in an area of scar-tissue, as well as 
dullness and hardening of delicate 
membranes. 


Zonite is the new way 
— without danger 


sonal hygiene—a cloud 
of fear because all the 
known germicides have 
been marked “‘poison.”’ 


Carbolic acid 
compounds a common 
danger 
Chief among these 
poisonous antiseptics is 
carbolic acid in various forms and 

under various names. 


These compounds can always be de- 
tected by the carbolic odor, and they 


Use Zonite Ointment 
for chapped hands, 
cracked lips, cold 
sores and windburn 


Zonite 
is not a 
poison 
Zonite ness. But now there is a 
does kill 


germs 


Until recently, such poi- 
sons as these were the 
only agents available for 
genuine surgical cleanli- 


new antiseptic known to 
all physicians and nurses. 


This antiseptic is called 
Zonite, and it represents 
probably the greatest discovery of 
the World War. 


In strength it is comparable with the 
old poisonous germicides: in fact it is 


In bottles, 25c, 50c, and $1 


1 


far stronger than any dilution of car- 
bolic acid that can be allowed to 
touch the body. 

But Zonite is not a poison. It is as’safe 
to use as ordinary peroxide of hy- 
drogen. Yet in strength Zonite is 
more than forty times as effective as 
peroxide is. 


Special booklet for women 
sent on request 


Every woman who values health and 
beauty should send for this special 
booklet. Every woman who fears 
accidental poisoning with little chil- 
dren in the house. Every woman who 
wants to keep up to date concerning 
the latest developments in personal 
hygiene. Don't neglect to send for 
this dainty booklet today. Zonite 
Products Co., 250 Park Ave., New 


250 Park Ave., 

New York, N. Y. 

Please send me free 

copy of the Zonite book- 

let or booklets checked 

below. 

DC Feminine Hygiene 

(2 Use of Antiseprtics in the Home 
Please print name 


060 06000 


(in Canada: 165 Dufferin St., Toronto) 
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The BEST True-Life Serials 


Forgive Me My Trespasses . . 18 Only a Cigarette Girl 
The Story of a Woman With a Siren Heart Romance Led Me to Danger in Gay iad. 


Men Who Have Kissed Me . . . Is True Love Always Just Around the Corner? . 74 


The BEST True-Life Stories 


I Long for a Wife and Home . . 22 I Have a Past—What of My Future? 
But Who Would Have Me Now? Will My Early Mistake Rise to Cheat Me? 
Won't You Come Back to Me? . 33 More Priceless Than Love 
A Letter to the Man I Love The Story of a Strong Man’s Renunciation 
Can a Good Wife Be a Good Sport? 38 I Made My Husband Proud of Me 
My Husband Urged Me to Become a Petter Every Woman Will Find a Lesson in This 
My Buddy’s Mam’selle . Sweet Irish Love 
_ Between the Fires of Love and Lepalty I Served My Mistress and Shared My Heart 
All’s Fair In Love. . og) PS Yes, No Help Wanted 
Did I Trick Him Into Mariage? The Way of a Man With a Maid 
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A Toy for Broadway. . 17 Chinese Girls Are Taught to Love . 
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From the Gutter to Fame . . . 24 Your Love is Never Wasted . . 
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a Chance. . « 46 This Funny World .... . 
By Lilian Lauferty By Aleck Smart 
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\ HINERY & SUPPLIES 


E. J. Dryden 


LaSalle Extension University, 
Chicago, Illinois. 
Gentlemen: 


My schooling stopped when I was fourteen; and 
when I first enrolied with LaSalle for training 
in Higher Accountancy I was earning only $150 a 
month. 


Yet that training enabled me to make certain 
suggestions to the firm I worked for which re- 
sulted in a trip to Washington with all expenses 
paid and a commission of $2,126. That alone paid 


RANKLY-—are you in earnest 

F: wishing to increase your in- 

come, but doubtful as to the 

aid you could get from home-study 
usiness training? 

Y Dryden, of Laredo, Texas, was 
do, ‘ul,.too. But he determined to try, 
and to measure his results by the good old 
sign of the dollar! 


He was earning $150 a month when he 


started with LaSalle. His course in Higher j for the training seventeen times over! 
Accountancy was completed in eighteen 
months. His salary-increase. paid for the Since then I have followed thru with two other 
training plus $1.00 an hour for every | LaSalle’ courses; I am now on my fourth. And for 
hour spent in study. i two years past my earnings have been in excess 
After his first lesson in Business Man- | of $11,000 a year. 
agement, dealing with Selling. Re wied-omt. cfg I used to think you were teo extravagant in your 
his om knowledge. Int six claims for LaSalle training. Now honestly be- 
le $750 in commissions lieve you are ioo conservative. Why don’t you 
working after hours. 4 tell the full truth about what LaSalle can do 
He nas since followed thru with Com- —) and is doing to lift men out of ‘the low-pay 
mercial Spanish, and is now completing his 5 class and put them in command of the really im- 
fourth course—in American Law and Pro- j portant (Bjaces in the business world? 


cedure. For two years past his earnings 
have been better than $11,000 a year. 

Again we ask—are you in earnest in 
your desire to increase your salary? 


Send for Free Book About 
Your Own Field 


You are faced with a problem—and the 
only way you can solve it is to get the facts. 

A special 64-page booklet describes th 
opporiunities in your field of business 
outlines a definite plan that will enable you 
to realize them. 

The coupon will bring this booklet to 
you f-ee—and with it your copy of “Ten  —~— 
Years’ Promotion in One,” all without | E 


far 


obligation. 


LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, Dept. 350-R | CHICAGO = 


Dreaming —wishing— *ve had eno 
ee S708 ann I shall be glad to Haye. your 64-page booklet about the business field I have cheeked 


of that! Send for those booklets NOW. ] } below. Also a copy of “Ten Years’ Promotion in One,” all without obligation. 
ee Higher Accountancy Busi M t 
Traffic Management — Foreign Modern Foremanship 
and Domestic industrial Wansgement 
Modern Salesmanship Railway t 
Law; Degree of LL.B. Personnel Management 
F Commercial Law Modern Business Correspondence | 
| Banking and Finance and Practice | 
}C.P. A. Coaching for Advanced Expert Bookkeeping | 
Accountants Business English 
Effective Speaking ial S 
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Right out of the secret lives of SMART SET’S own readers have come the 
human and intimate stories that will be brought to you in delightful 
variety in next month’s SMART SET. 


Be Sure These stories are more than entertaining. Springing from the heart, 
written from the depth of experience, they throw light on the inti- 
mate personal problems of all sorts of people. Thousands troubled 
To Read by questions concerning life and love are going to find help as 


well as thrilling delight in the April issue. For instance: 


’ 
Next Month’s Must Girls Use Their Sex in Business? 


“Just so long as men are going to let themselves be swayed by sex, just so 
long do we women in the business world enter the race not with a handi- 


cap but with odds in our favor,” says the writer of an astonishingly frank 
article in the April number of SMART SET; and then she goes on to 
cite amazing examples of how girlshave used their charm of body and 
soul to win the largest success in the man-made world of commerce. 
My Mysterious Husband 
If you were blonde, and the man you loved had called you “the 
loveliest thing in the world’ ——— if you were a stenographer 
at $120a month———and if a middle-aged man hired you 
to drive his car, and paid you $100 a week because you 
cer had nerve, could pass anything on the road, and could 


keep your mouth shut ———would you listen to the 
allurements of that middle-aged man? 


It 
Was E very A Dozen Other 


All So 
Long Ago Story Remarkable True Stories 


“Forgive Me My Trespasses’” —that amazing 


It Might Have S | confession; “Only a Cigarette Girl” — the 
story continued, growing tenser still; 
Happened to Some ensationa I Am Afraid to Marry’’—by a handsome 
Other Girl young bachelor, telling what kind of 
Ss domed bd girl not to be if you want a man to 
wit propose to you; “‘I Didn’t Mean What 
th i He Thought” — be careful how you 
use the words“lover” in speaking 
mother. Suppose ? there was é I RI I’ | H toa Frenchman; and the problem 
— something a e len ommandment! 
before you were married —a chap- —the story of a man who 
ter of passionate love that had Eve coveted his neighbor’s wife 
been a closed book through all y —and took her! And with 
the years. each story, wonderful, 
thrilling illustrations! 


Suppose your grown son brought sud- Line a 


denly to your house a beautiful girl, an- 
nouncing his engagement to her. Suppose, as R eda d I t ! 


you studied her parentage, you learned that HEAR’ | Beautiful, inti- 
her father was....! mate, human—a 


magazine of 


For Being Nice to the Guests THROB life a0 it ie 


Why is a Night Club? What is its excuse for being — 


this dazzling, scintillating, exclusive yet Bohemian by- cm 

product of a jazz-mad age, where prima donnas and jewel- 

thieves, dancing sheiks, bootleggers and dope peddlers - 
hob-nob with the cream of society, each trying to outdo the A | 
other in unconventionality and abandonment? Read my pri 


story in April SMART SET and you'll see a Night Club from 


ei Hunted Lovers SMART 


In the sky the ghost-dance of the northern lights—and beneath, a dance- 
hall blazing in the icy dark. The open door flings a beam of brightness across 
the snow, letting out the riot and blare within—letting out also a girl who 


steals away in the shadows. A moment of peace—then the door bursts wide 
again, and a man [eaps out roaring curses. She turns—sees her danger— 
I was the girl—and Wolf Claws, the half-breed, wanted me because men say I am 


beautiful, and hated me because I had refused him—lI, a dance-hall girl of the 
North! But out of the night, like kindly fate, came deliverance. 


From the moment when The Stranger stepped in front of Wolt Claws and saved On Sale 


me from him, to the time we went away together —that wonderful Stranger and I — 
into peaceful Lost Valley, we expected each hour to be our last. I prayed for him— 


fought beside him ...« March Ist 
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London 


940 Tales Grotesque and Weird On 

941 Tales Psychological and Gruesou. Poe 
23! Eight Humorous Sketches Mark Twain 
668 Humorous Fables Mark Twain 

102 Sherlock Holmes Detective Tales. Doyie 
1026 Sheriock Holmes Detective Stories Doyle 
1027 Sherlock Holmes Mystery Stories Doy.e 
'028 Sherlock Holmes Crime Stories. Doyle 
1029 Adventures of Sherlock Holmes Doy.e 
266 Further Adventures of Sherlock Holmes 
1101 Sherlock Holmes Problem Stories 

942 Two Great Detective Stories 

352 Strange Tales of the 13th Century 

333 Mulvaney Stories Kipling 

314 pears Stories of French Life. Daudet 
+e Tales of Terror and Wonder 


Great Ghost Stories 

Stories Leacock 

9 Ta Strenge and Supernatural. 
971 Book of Humorous Anecdotes 


Machen 


1063 Best Fun from the Pickwick Papers. Dickens 
44 Aesop's Fables 

156 Andersen's Fairy Tales 

397 Irish Fairy Tales 

399-400 Tales from the Arabian Nights (2 vols.) 
497 Legends of Greek and Roman Heroes 

533 Merry Tales of Robin Hood and His Men 

561 African Jungle Tales 

1040 A Book of Bedtime Stories 


420 Great Short Stories from the Spanish 
489 Great Yiddish Short Stories 
733 Brazilian Short Stories 


803 Costa Rican Tales 
948 Famous Russian Stories 
45 Short Stories of Russian Life. Tolstoy 


MISCELLANEOUS POPULAR BOOKS 
516 A Book of Real Adventures 
pos A Book of Great Pirates 
132 History and Beliefs of the Major Religions 
Book ot Strange Murders 
795 Gunga Din, and Other Poems. 
Puzzle Boc 
876 Curiosities of netic 
893 Five Hundred Ridd 
1023 Popular Re« 
847 How to Play Card Games 
467 Evolution Made Plain 
The Trial and Death of Socrates 
648 The Truth About Rejuvenation 
$5 Confessions of an Opium-latcr 
56 A Dictionary of American Slang 
738 Poor Richard's Almanac 
972 Popular Joke Book 
1118 This Life As I See It. 


Kipling 


Leacock 


1012 Best Negro Jokes 

1013 Best Irish Jokes 

1014 Best American Jokes 
1082 Best Jewis okes 

1018 Humorous Limericks 
1018 Book of Nonsense Verse 
1015 Comic Dialect Poems 


97 Seif-Contradictions of the Bible 

| Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam 

491 Psychology for Beginners 

217 Psycho-Analysis of Personality 
1069 The Conquest of Fe 

868 Some General Hints ‘on Self-Improvement 
109-110 Facts You Should Know About the 


vols. 

1003 How to Think Logically 

995 How to Teach Yourseif to Play the Piano 
999 Latin Self Taught 

862 German Self Taught 
1021 Italian Self Taught 

25 Khyming Dictionary 

192 A Book of Synonyms 

556 Hints on_ Etiquette 

821 How to Improve Your Vocabulary 
749 Camping, Woodcraft, Wildcraft 
872 Manual of Parliamentary Law 


Classics 


997 Simple Recipes for Home Cooking 
1096 How to Dress on a Small Salary 
1031 How to Own Your Home 

1004 How to Save Money 


998 How to Make Money in Wall Street 
835 A Handbook of Useful Tables 

82 Common Faults in Writing English 
68! Spelling Self Taught 

682.Grammar Self Taught 

6£3 Punctuation Self Taught 


855 How to Write Letters 
697 4,000 Words Often Mispronounced 
734 A Book of Useful Phrases 
629 4.0009 Most Eesential Words 
902 Dictionary of Foreign Words and I'hrases 
116 Proverbs of China 
1000 Wonders of Radium 
1050 X-Ray, Violet Ray, and Other Rays 
493 Novel Discoveries ™ Science 
= Life Among the Ants 

Typewriting Self Taught 


9 
836. 857 Arithmetic Self Taught (2 vols.) 

097 Memory: What It Is and How to Use It 
070 How to Fight Nervous Troub!es 


HOW TO ORDER THESE BOOKS AT Se EACH 


Order at least 20 books ($1), your selection. OR- 
DER BY NUMBE A you want “Carmen,” simply 
put down “21"). Remit at the rate of Se book 


10 per cent. of the amount 
of your order to your remittance, for carriage charges, 
or books will be shipped express collect. Remit by 
ash, eheck or money order. Canadian and foreign 
customers must remit at the rate of 6c per book. 
This list is selected from more than 1,100 different 
titles now available on all cata- 


minimum order $1. ada 


iT is included ith all orders, will 
malted ‘anyone on Feguest. HALDEMAN-JULIUS CO.. 
Dept. S-9, Girard 


— 
| 
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Springe. 
Mattress 
Complete 


Everything on this page—bed, 
spring and mattress complete 
—for only $24.95! Here’s the 
most your money ever bought. 
You save fully $15. Send only $1 
with order and this complete out- 
fit will be sent to you. See for 
yourself what a great value it 
really is. Use it for 30 days FREE. 
Your money back if you can buy 
for less anywhere. 


Only because we bought in tre- 
mendous quantities to obtain a 
rock bottom price can we offer 
suchanastounding bargain. When 
the present supply is exhausted 
we don’t see how we can ever give 
you a bargain like it again. Act 
quickly—good things like this do 
not last long. 


An Astounding Bargain 


Bear in mind that this is a genuine 
Greenpoint bed—advertised every- 
where—sold in the best stores, seen 
in the finest homes. Remember, 
too, that the spring and mattress 
are exceptionally high grade. That is 
why this offer is doubly attractive. 


Sleep soundly, peacefully, comfortably— 
awakerefreshed, fullof vigor fortheday’'s 
affairs! If you don’t rest well, you can’t 
work well! Aninvestment in a good bedis 
an investment in a longer, healthier life. 


30 Days FREE Trial ,°: 


The bed, product of the Greenpoint Metallic Bed Company, is construction which is 
unusually handsome. Genuine Georgian tubing forms the posts. 
Moulded posts are in great demand nowadays, This is the latest 
mode—much more beautiful than the old style round tubing. 
One piece of seamless 2 in. tubing, exquisitely shaped and bev- 
eled, forms the continuous main post. Solid center panels, 11 in. 
wide, are decorated with polychrome baskets of old rose and blue 
flowers. Panels are set off by %in. round fillers. The triple-baked 
Walnut Brown Enamel finish will never chip or peel. It is made 
of cold rolled steel, electrically welded to give lifetime service. 
Full size, 4 feet, 6 inches wide. The head is 50 in. high from the 
floor; the foot 34 in., casters included. You will be truly delighted 
with the real beauty and value this outfit represents. 

Strong Resilient Spring has heavy malleable corners and high 
grade fabric steel spring body. At either side 1% in. steel bands, 
supported by 2 extra helical coils, provide a rigid, non-sag 


Send for Big FREE Book 
» — This book is filled from cov- 
er to cover with household 
treasures—bargains all of 
them—all sold on easy pay- 
ments—sent on 30 days 
FREE trial—every purchase 
backed by a gold bond guar- 
antee. There are wonderful 
bargains in furniture, rugs, 
curtains, stoves and every- 
thing for the home. Sent to 
you without obligation to 
buy. Mail coupon today. 


> 


Home Furnishers to 


the pay Spear&Co« Pa. 
6 


pear & Co, 


noiseless. The body of the 
fabric is 5 in. above the side rails, 


Yes, indeed, here’s the most you ever got for 
$24.95. Save money—sleep better—rest better. 
Send today. Simply enclose $1 with order. We 
will ship the bed for you to use in your own 
home for 30 days. Test at our expense. Com- 
pare with beds and prices in stores. If for any 
reason you are not entirely satisfied, return it. 
We will refund your $1 and transportation 
charges both ways. You don’t risk a cent. 
Order No. WA 220. Complete 3-piece 
outfit —wainu: brown enamel, steel 
bed, spring and mattress. only 
$24.9S—Terms, $1 with order, 

$2.50 monthly. 


President ~ 


the best, most comfortable construction 
known. At each end 30 helical coils fasten 
the spring to the sturdy angle iron frame. 
Big, Buoyant Mattress contains 45 pounds of real 
comfort. It is a comfortable, resilient, felt plaited mat- 
tress with springy, cushion-like body that will hold its 
shape indefinitely and retain its comfortable soft resilience 
for many years. Carefully selected cotton forms the center. 
On the top, bottom and ends there are layers upon layers of 
felt, deeply and firmly tufted to prevent it from becoming 
lumpy. You'll like the tailored look of the shape retaining rolled edge, 
and the durable grade of pretty floral ticking, with the dainty flower 
design in blue, pink, and other attractive colors. 


AN 


NAN 


WITH 


SPEAR CO., Dept. S 803 


Pittsburgh, Pa. 

Send me at once the Bea Outfit as described above. Enclosed is $1.00 first 

pecmpet It is understood that if, at the end of 30 days’ trial. lam i 


I will send you $2.50 monthly. Order No. WA 220. Price $24.95. Title 
remains with you until paid in full 


Name 

R.F.D. \ 

Box No. or 

Street and No 

Hill in line betow 


tt you want the Free Catalog Onty. Send No 
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uddenly 


Broke Away 


and Held Them Spellbound 


As I review that tense dramatic moment when I electrified that meeting, it all 
seems strange and weird to me. How had I changed so miraculously in three months 
from a shy, diffident ‘‘yes’? man to a dynamic vigorous he-man? How had I ever 
dared give my opinion? Three months before nobody ever knew I held opinions! 


Peo my life I had been cursed with 
a shy, 


timid, self-conscious nature. 
With only a grammar school education I 
could never express ideas in a coherent, 
self-confident way. But one day my eye 
fell upon a newspaper article which told 
about a wonderful free 


talk in public would have held me to my 
seat. But suddenly that new power 
took possession of me and drove me to 
my feet. That wonderful 15-minutes 
daily training at home had taught me to 
forget myself and think only of my sub- 

ject. Almost automat- 


book entitled ‘“‘How to 
Work Wonders with 
Words,”’—a book that 
was causing widespread 
comment from coast to 
coast—a book that was 
being read not only by 
millionaires, but by thou- 
sands of others. It dis- 
cussed men like me and 
explained how we could 
overcome our handicaps. 
At first I was skeptical. 
I thought these defects 
were a part of my nat- 
ural makeup — that I 
would never be able to 
overcome them. But 
some subtle instinct kept 


and ambition 
How to 
thinker 


centration 


WHAT 15 MINUTES A 
DAY WILL SHOW 
You 


How to talk before your club or lodge 
How to address board meetings 

How to propose and respond to toasts 
How to make a political speech 

How to tell entertaining stories 

How to make after-dinner speeches 
How to converse interestingly 

How to write better letters 

How to sell more gocds 

How to train your memory 

How to enlarge your vocabulary 

How to develop self-confidence 

How to acquire a winning personality 
How to strengthen your will-power 


become a clear, 
How to develop your power of con- 


How to be the master of any situation 


ically the ideas which 
had heretofore lain dor- 
mant ina mental 
jumble, now issued 
with a vigor, clear- 
ness and enthusiasm that 
astounded me no less 
than my boss and asso- 
ciates. And I noticed 
with a silent. exultation 
the rapt, intent look on 
my audience as my story 
unfolded itself smooth- 
ly and eloquently. 
Today the men whom 
I used to greet deferen- 
tially I now meet with 
an air of cool equality. 
I am asked to confer- 


accurate 


prodding me to send for 

that free book. I lost no time in sending 
for it, as I was positively amazed at being 
able to get cost free a book that made ab- 
solutely plain the secrets that most suc- 
cessful men have used to win popularity, 
distinction, money and success. 

As the weeks wore on and I absorbed 
the principles of this remarkable method, 
I became conscious of new physical and 
mental energy, a new feeling of aggres- 
siveness, and a resurrected personal power 
that I never dreamed I possessed. Then 
came that day in the general meeting 
when the president called on the assem- 
bled department heads and assistants 
for suggestions on the proposed new 
policy. 

Three months previously, the forces 
of indecision, timidity, and inability to 


ences, luncheons, ban- 
as a popular after din- 
ner speaker. And my talents are 
not confined to business matters but 
have made me an interesting conversa- 
tionalist at social affairs. I am meeting 
worth-while people, I own a good job, a 
good home, a good car. I am the happiest 
man that ever lived. 

And I frankly and candidly admit that 
I owe all of these blessings to that won- 
derful little free book “How to Work 
Wonders With Words.” 

There is no magic, no trick, no mystery 
about becoming a powerful and convincing 
talker. You, too, can conquer timidity, 
stage fright, self-consciousness, and bash- 
fulness, winning advancement in salary, 
»0pularity, social standing and _ success. 
‘housands have accomplished just such 
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quests, etc., 


amazing things through this simple, easy, 
yet effective training. 


Send for This Amazing Book 


This new method of training is fully 
described in a very interesting and in- 
formative booklet which is now being sent 
to everyone mailing the coupon below. 
This book is called ‘‘How to Work Won- 
ders with Words.”’ You are told how to 
bring out and develop your priceless “‘hid- 
den knack’’—the natural gift within you 
—which will win for you advancement in 
position and salary, popularify, social 
standing, power and real success. You 
can obtain your copy absolutely free by 
sending the coupon. 


Now Sent 


NORTH AMERICAN INSTITUTE 
3601 Michigan Ave., Dept. 3183 
Chicago, 


North American Institute, 

3601 Michigan Ave., Dept. 3183 

Chicago, Illinois 

Please send me FREE and without obligation 
my copy of your famous book “How to Work 
Wonders with Words.” 


Name 
Address 


City 
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... Aven after prohibition it 
was the President’s habit 
(President Harding) to retire after 
dinner to the library and there play 
cards and have highballs served .... 


This is only one of the extraordinary 


revelations in 


House 


by JAFFRAY for 
17 years housekeeper of the 
EXECUTIVE MANSION, 


Now Appearing huernational 


On Sale February roth 


14 


a 
th 


| 
the 
| 


30 Days FREE Trial 


Sending for this suite on 
approval places you under 
no more obligation to buy 
than calling at our store 
to look at it. 


| 


© 1927 
Spear & Co. 


Here is the season’s finest style in furniture—the season’s 
atest bargain! What woman would not prize this handsome 
piece Velour Suite as her own? What woman would not in- 
stantly recognize its tremendous value? It is brand new in de- 
sign—a regular $75 value for only $49.95. Never in all our 35 
years’ history have we offered furniture so fine at such a sen- 
sational low price. When you can get a bargain like this, 
there’s no excuse for not having a lovely, up-to-date home. 
Just look at the grace—the artistry—of the design. Only in the 


costliest furniture can you match its attractiveness. The rich 
Blue and Taupe, Figured Velour covering is soft as velvet— 
and far more durable. You may choose between rich Brown Ma- 
hogany or fine American Walnut finishes. Use this suite for 30 
days, FREE, in your own home. Convince yourself that you save 
at least $25. If you keep it, take over a year 
to pay. If you don’t, return it and we will 
refund every cent including transportation 
charges. The trial will not cost you a penny. 


MORE THAN A YEAR TO PAY 


Thissuiteis the elegant Tudor Period 
design. The Davenport Table, with 
its slender, shapely posts and bev- 
eled top, makes old style library ta- 
bles actually look awkward. Dad will cher- 
ish this big overstuffed Fireside Rocker, 
with its wide roll arms and commodious 
seat—a regular man’s chair. Mother will 
take the other graceful Rocker for her 
very own. Everybody will be delighted 


This book is filled from 
cover to cover with 
household treasures— 
bargains all of them 
—all soid on easy pay- 
ments—sent on 30 days 
FREE trial — every 
purchase backed by a 
old bond guarantee 

here are wonderful 
bargains in furniture, 
rugs, curtains, stoves, 
and everything for the 

me. Sent to you 
without obligation to 
buy .Mailcoupon today. 


Send for Big FREE Book 


with the comfort and handsome ap- 
arance of the modish, ever use- 
ul Arm Chair. This suite alone will 
furnish your living room completely! 
The chairs are covered with lustrous, 
long-wearing two-tone, Figured Velour in 
a Blue and Taupe pattern that will har- 
monize with any background or furnish- 
ings. The backs and seats are deeply 
padded with sanitary interior uphoister- 


ing materials. Beneath the seats, 
strong coil spring supports give you 
resilience and restful comfort. The 
overstuffed rocker is 32 inches wide 
overall — back 26 inches high from seat. 
Seats of the other chairs are 19 inches 
square—backs 19 inches high from seats. 
The table is 48 inches long and I8 inches 

wide—a perfect size. A supremely beau- 

tiful suite, appropriate for any home! 


Home Furnishers to 
the Peopl: 


le of America 


for 35 Years 


»Spear&Cox« 


This suite is constructed to give years of 
service. All pieces have strong, well sea- 
soned, hardwood frames. You may choose be- 
tween Rich Brown Mahogany or Fine American 
Walnut finishes. Please state finish desired. We 
send this complete suite—all 4 pieces—on 30 days’ 
FREE trial. If you are not perfectly satisfied, re- 
turn it—we will refund your first payment and all 
transportation charges. You take no risk. Order 
right from this page—NOW! 

Order No. WA 4285. Sale Price $49.95. 
Terms: $1 down, $3.50 monthly. 
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PITTSBURGH, PA. 
Dept. S 804 


9 


SPEAR & CO., Dept. S 804, Pittsburgh, Pa. 

Send me at once the 4-Piece Tudor Velour Suite as described above. Enclosed is $1 
first payment. It is understood that, if at the end of the 30 days trial l am sai 
fied,I will send you $3.50 monthly. Order No.WA 4285. Price $49.96. Title 


with you until paid in full 
CJ 


if you want Brown Mahogany Finish, put an X in this 
if you want American Wainut Finish, put an X in this 


R. F_D. } 


Box No. or 
Street and No. 


Post Office State 
if your from your post office fill in line below, 


pomt is 


Send shipment to - -- 


(Tri | | 
|| | | 
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This College Boy Earned*902 


in 14 Weeks 


You Can Turn Your Spare Time 
into Cash this Way Also 


“YHARLES BACH had kad no previous ex- 
perience. He earned the $902 in 14 
short weeks, during his college vacation— 
earned it in commissions and bonuses, simply 
by taking care of new and renewal subscrip- 
tions to COSMOPOLITAN, GOOD HOUSE- 
KEEPING and our seven other immensely 
popular magazines. 


Men and Women Make Good 
The magazine subscription business, besides 
paying this boy’s way through college, is also 
bringing an independent income to hundreds 
of other men and woman, young and old. 


Kor example, Miss Daisy Williams, one of our 
representatives in Illinois, recently bought a 
new bungalow home with her spare time 
pronfts. 


At the age of so Mr. W. C. McNaught of 
Oregon discovered our plan. Now he has a 
car, a new home and a good 


Charles Bach, who is paying 
his way through college with 
the profits he earns on our 
magazines. 


Easy to Start 


The same plan that has made these folks 
prosperous is now offered to you. Whether 
you have but a few spare moments at your 
disposal, or can devote full time to acting as 
our representative, you are assured a handsome 
reward for every hour you give us. 


It costs only a 2c stamp, or a penny postcard 
to get full details and a com- 


income. He advises all men 
and women interested in es- 


College Boys 


plete money-making outfit 
FREE. You have nothing to 


tablishing a profitable busi- 


A great many university students 
are paying their way through col- 
lege with their vacation earnings 


lose and may gain hundreds of 


ness of their own, to take up 


our plan. 


our plan of earning 
money for her chari- 
ties, club funds, etc. 


on our magazines. The work is 
healthful and pleasant and gener- 
ally includes some traveling. If 
you want to use our profitable 
plan (the same that Mr. Bach used 
last year) during your coming 
summer vacation, check the square 
in the coupon below and mail it 


Mail this Coupon NOW as the first step to extra money ~~~ 


Dept. SS-327, International Magazine Co., Inc., 
119 West 4oth Street, N. Y. C. 


Without obligation to me please send me full details of your easy money-making 


r 

i 

' plan. 

i Name 
i . 
! Street 
! For 14 years Mrs. 

Fannie H. Jones of 

: California has used City 

‘= 


State 
If you are a college student and desire to use our profit- 0 
able plan during your summer vacation, check here 


dollars. 
valuable day slip by. 


Don’t let another 


“I have always enjoyed 
the work so much that I 
feel I would continue it, 
even though I received 
no pay,” writes Mrs. 
Raiph Goodyear ot II. 


---! 
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So Marguerite de Valois, the beautiful sister of Charles IX, 
set down in her memoirs an account of what she saw and 
heard whén Huguenots were being killed in the corridors 
of the Louvre on the dreadful night when the massacres of 


St. Bartholomew began. 


In these memoirs she gives you a startling picture of 
society in an age when life in France was most corrupt. 
Reared in the midst of the court at Paris when license knew 
no limit and the morals of the Valois’ kings were at their 
worst, it is not surprising that Marguerite’s own life brought 
upon her the scandalous lampoons of the Divorce Sati- 
R1QUE or that her ideas of discretion when writing her 


Memorres SEcketes were liberal. 


But Margot, as her brothers called her, if not better 
than the manners of the times demanded, was good- 
hearted and tolerant in a time of excessive religious 
intolerance. Her fascinating memoirs rank among the 
best of her century, the style is admirable; written in 
simple language of rare distinction they reveal, with 
piquant frankness, the life of the times and particularly 
the intrigues of the court. It is as if she showed you 


UEEN 


WAS AWAKENED by a noise at the door arid a voice calling Navarre ! Navarre! 

when a wounded man, pursued by four archers, ran in and threw himself upon 
my bed. I did not then know the poor gentleman; neither was I sure that he meant 
me no harm, or whether the archers were in pursuit of him or me. 
cried out likewise; for our fright was mutual. At length, by God’s providence, M. de Nangay, 
captain of the guard, came in, and seeing me thus, was scarcely able to refrain from laughter, 
However, he reprimanded the archers and at my request he granted the poor gentleman his life; 
I had him put to bed in my closet and caused his wounds to be dressed. 
because it was stained with the blood of this man, and whilst I was doing so, De Nangay gave 
me an account of the events of the night, assuring me that the king, my husband, was safe... . 


I screamed aloud, and he 


I changed my chemise, 


French memoirs are the most amusing in 
the world EDMUND GossE. 


People like memoirs, especially those of the 


ed-chamber 


Behind the Scenes in the French Courts 

Royalty cannot, of course, be always on dress parade. 
The frivate life of the kings and queens of the courts 
of France interests you much more than their offcia/ 
life that interests the historian. Intimate memoirs 
written by contemporaries who take you behind the 
scenes show you the actual life of royalty much more 
clearly and vividly than do any of the histories. 


A Femme de Chambre Lifts the Veil 


As an example of the intimacy of the character of 
these memoirs, it may be remarked that Madame du 
Hausset, femme de chambre to Madame de Pompa- 
dour, states in the preface to hers that La Pompadour 
and Louis took no more notice of her presence in a 
room than if she were a cat ora dog. And Madame 
du Hausset shows her appreciation of this lack of 
reserve in the candor}and nafveté with which she 
lifted the veil in an account of their private life—an 
account which is startling in its revelations. 


Intimate and Startling Disclosures 

The Marquise de Montespan was not afraid to speak 
even more frankly of the scandals of her day, nor did 
the Duchesse d’Orléans hesitate to tell the secrets of 
the courts of Louis XIV and of the Regency. Mad- 
ame Campan, who was for nearly twenty years first 
lady of the bed-chamber to Marie Antoinette, in her 
memoirs was of course able to give a most lifelike pict- 
ure of the private life of Louis XVI and his queen 
during the happy days at Versailles and as the clouds 
of revolution began to gather. And the Princesse de 
Lamballe, whose devotion to Marie Antoinette cost 
her her life, disclosed many secrets of those dark days 
in the memoirs given here. 


Scandals and Secrets Revealed 

In this series of nine volumes of intimate memoirs all 
the brilliant society of those days lives before your fes- 
cinated gaze. You see kings—often idle, onion. 
and extravagant. Queens—fortunate and unfortunate. 
And you meet many beautiful and capricious un- 
crowned queens—Gabrielle d’Estrées, Valliére, 
Pompadour, Du Barry, and many others who ruled in 
acorrupt age. You see the monarchy of France pass 
through youth, maturity, old age, decrepitude, senility, 
and finally die, Seenthrough the eyes of men and wom- 
en who were a part of it and set down the actual facts 
as they occurred, you become an eyewitness of a series 
of vivid and startling flashes that, like lightning, reveal 
corruption and license equaled only in Babylon and 
Rome. You see the decay and decline of a eensiewe 
age; civilization fall into the abyss of revolution and 
the old régime swallowed up by the greatest cataclysm 
the world has ever seen, 


You cannot read one of 
these volumes and resist 
the temptation to read 
the other eight. 


Memoirs of Margaret de Valois, 
Queen of Navarre. 

Containing the Secret History of 
the Court of France for seven- 
teen years, viz.: from 1565 to 
1582, during the reigns of Charles 
IX and Henry III. One Vol. 

Memoirs of Madame le Marquise 
de Montespan. 

Now first translated into English. 
Two Volumes. 

Secret Memoirs of the Court of 
Louis XIV and of the Regency. 

From the correspondence of the 
Duchesse d’Orléans, preceded 
by a notice of this princess, and 
accompanied with Notes. One 
Volume. 

Private Memoirs of Louis XV. 

By Madame du Hausset, Lady’s 
Maid to Madame de Pompa- 
dour. One Volume. 

Memoirs of the Court of Marie 
Antoinette, Queen of France. 

By Madame Campan. 7we Vols. 

Secret Memoirs of the Royat 
Family of France during the 
Revolution, 

Published from the journal, let- 
ters, and conversations of the 
Princess de Lamballe, by a 
Lady of Rank. Two Volumes. 


Intensely interesting read- 
ing enlivened with 
sparkling conversation 
and anecdote. 
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Of Great Interest and Value 
In this series of French memoirs the great charm is that they have 
all the spirit of the moment, that they are full of details that make the 
people in them appear as living persons, and that they show you the 
great as they really were. As to their great interest and value it may 
be stated that the New York Herald has said of them that they are 
almost a necessity to historical students. 


First Printed for Private Subscribers Only 
The first edition of these delightful French memoirs limited to one 
thousand sets printed on Japanese vellum paper, for private subscribers 
only at $135.00 per set, were all promptly taken by eager collectors. 
During the dull season of last summer we were able to print from the 
same plates a very handsome edition at low cost. ‘These sets are 
beautifully illustrated and sumptuously bound in maroon cloth with 
full gilt stamping. In subject matter and appearance they are books 

in which your pride of ownership would be fully justified. 


Now YOU Can Get a Set at a VERY Low Price 

Our pride in these books is great too—we know they are the best 
that the money expended on printing and binding can produce. 
You get them at an astonishing low price because nothing is charged 
for the plates—they were paid for by the private subscribers. It does 
not cost you anything to see them—we pay carrying charges. You 
don’t send any money—simply sign and mail the coupon. Keep 
them five days and read Margot’s memoirs. ‘Then return them if you 
can—very few have been able to do so, 


THE RITTENHOUSE PRESS 
Established 1873, 18 Medals and Diplomas 

Rittenhouse Square, Philadelphia, Pa. 
You may send for inspection, charges paid, the 9-vol- 
ume set of FRENCH MEMOIRS, bound in maroon 
cloth. I will return the set in 5 days or send you $r as 
a first payment and $2 a month forg months. Canada 
add one $2 payment. Foreign $21 cash with order 


Name 
ADDRESS ~ 


8.8. 3-27. 
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He had played with death ....a desperate game 
high in the air where nerves were continually tensed to 
the wild thrill of combat— 


Ar night he dreamt of Fokkers swooping, shooting . . of 
tracer bullets that barely missed . . . of planes that crashed 
in flames... and five shallow graves in Flanders Field. .. 


Ruthless in war... he was ruthless in love. 


She played with love as he had played Woy 4 ease Chad 
with death, seizing each fleeting moment SPRINGS 
and wringing from it the utmost it could o ~ VZ aud “What a fighter... 


give of joy, reckless of consequences. What a writer!” 


They met.... 


Romance flamed—Read 


WHITE SPRINGS 
BIRDS” fame 


what happened in 


A story told with utter frankness and great power 
by an American Ace who knew at first-hand those 
fighting men and fearless women who gave their 
all in the emotional upheaval of the Great War. 


Other Romantic Features 
The Heart Thief The Demi-Bride 
Another Woman's Husband Marriage on the Half-Shell 
A Queen from Ohio Her Patent Leather Soul 
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Seemed Strange 
Hear Her Play 


We Knew She Had NeverTakena 


Lesson from a Teacher! 


E always thought of her as an on- 

looker, you know. A sort of social 

wallflower. Certainly she had never 
been popular, never the center of attraction 
in any gathering. 

That night of the party when she said, 
“Well, folks, I’ll entertain you with some 
selections from Grieg’’—we thought she was 
joking. A rather poor joke, at that. But she 
actually did get up and seat herself at the 
piano. 

Everyone laughed—and went right on 
chatting. I was a little sorry for her. But I 
saw her chin go up, her eyes flash. She played 
a chord, and it rang through the room like 
a challenge. “Listen!” it seemed to say. 

And suddenly the room was hushed 

She played Anitra’s Dance—played it 
with such soul fire that the room faded and 
we seemed to see gypsies swaying and chant- 
ing around the camp fire. Everyone sat 
forward, tense, listening. When the last 
glorious chord vanished like an echo, she 
turned around and faced us, her face glowing, 
her eyes happy. “Well!” she seemed to be 
saying, “you thought I was bluffing. But I 
can play!” 

We were astonished—and contrite. We 
surged forward in a mass to congratulate her. 
“How did you do it?” “Why, you are wonder- 
ful!” “We can’t believe you never had a 
teacher!” An onlooker no longer—she was 
popular! She played for us all evening, and 
now no one would even think of having a 
party without inviting her. 


She Told Me About It Later 


We were lifelong friends, and I felt I could 
ask her about it. “You 


“You're 
wonderful!” I 
breathed. “Think 
of playing like that, 
and learning all by yourself.” 

“I’m not wonderful,” she replied. 

“Anyone could do it. A child can under- 
stand those simplified lessons. Why, it’s 
like playing a game! 

“You always wanted to play the violin— 
here’s your chance to learn quickly and 
inexpensively. Why don’t you surprise 
everyone, the way I did?” 

I took her advice—a little doubtfully at 
first—and now I play not only the violin but 
the banjo! 


How You Learn Any Instrument 
So Easily This Way 


The amazing success 


of 


played superbly!” I said. 
“And I know you never had 
a teacher. Come—what’s 
the secret?” 

“No secret at all!” she 
laughed. “I just got tired 
of being left out of things, 
and I decided to do some- 
thing that would make me 
popular. I couldn’t afford 
an expensive teacher and [ 
didn’t have the time for a 
lot of practice—so I decided 
to take the famous U. S. 
School of Music course. In 
my spare time, you know.” 

“You don’t mean to say 
you learned how to play so 
beautifully by yourself, right 
at home in your spare time?” 
I was astounded. I couldn’t 
believe it. 

“Yes—and it’s been such 
fun! Why, it’s as easy as 
A-B-C, and I didn’t have a 
bit of trouble. I began 
playing almost from the 
start, and right from music. 
Now I can play any piece— 
classical or jazz. From the 
notes, you know.” 


Piano 
Organ 
Ukulele 
Cornet 
Trombone 
Piccolo 
Guitar 


Sight Si 


Banjo (Tenor, 


“IT am making 


to your easy les 


pieces. I knew 


music when | st 
Ethel Ha 


kind of music 


lay church 


Pick Your 


Instrument 


Hawaiian Steel Guitar 


Piano Accordion 
Voice and Speech Culture 
Harmony and Com- 
position 
Drums and Traps 
Automatic Finger Control 


5 string) 


PROOF 


ress on the ’cello—and owe it all 
eorge C. Lauer, 


“IT am now on my 12th lesson 
and can already play simple 


arted 

Fort Wayne, Ind. 
“I have completed only 20 les- 
sons and can play almost any 


friends are astonished. 


hool.”—Turner B. Blake, 
Harrisburg, Ill. 


students who the 
School course is 
largely due to a wonder- 
ful, newly perfected method 
that makes reading and 
playing music almost as 
simple as reading aloud from 
a book. You simply can’t 
go wrong. First, you are told 
how a thing is done, then a 
picture shows you how, then 
you do it yourself and hear 
it. No private teacher could 
make it any clearer. The 
admirable lessons come to 
you by mail at regular in- 
tervals. They consist of 
complete printed  instruc- 
tions, diagrams, all the music 
you need, and music paper 
for writing out test exercises. 
And if anything comes up 
which is not entirely plain, 
you can write to your in- 
structor and get a _ full, 
prompt, personal reply! 
Whether you take up 
piano, violin, ’cello, orgap, 
saxophone, or any other 
instrument, you find that 
every single thing you need 


Violin 
Clarinet 
Flute 
Saxophone 
Harp 
Mandolin 
"Cello 


lectrum or 


excellent prog- 
sons.” 


Belfast, Maine. 


y nothing about 


rnishfeger, 


1 wish, My 
1 now 
and Sunday 
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“She played Anttra’s 
Dance — played it with 
such soul fire that 
the room faded 

we  seeme: to 
gypsies §=swaying 
chanting around 
camp fire.” 


to know is explained in detail. And the 
explanation is always practical. Little theory 
—plenty of accomplishment. That’s why 
students of this course get ahead twice as 
fast—three :imes as fast—as those who study 
old-time, plodding methods! 


Booklet and Demonstration 
Lesson Sent FREE 


You, too, can quickly teach yourself to be 
an accomplished musician right at home. 
This wonderful method has already shown 
half a million people how to play their 
favorite instrument. To prove that you 
can do the same, let us send you our book- 
let and valuable Demonstration Lesson— 
both FREE. 

Forget the old-fashioned idea that you 
need “talent.” Read the list of instru- 
ments to the left, decide which you want to 
play, and the U. S. School of Music will do 
the rest. At the cost of only a few’ pennies 
a day to you! 

Special offer now open to limited number 
of new students. Act without delay. In- 
struments supplied when needed, cash or 
credit. U. S. School of Music, 4273 Bruns- 
wick Building, New York City. 


U. S. School of Music, 
4273 Brunswick Building, New York City 


Please send me your free book “Music Lessons in 
Your Own Home” with introduction by Dr. Frank 
Crane, Demonstration Lesson, and particulars of 
your special offer. am interested in the following 
course: 


Have you the above instrument? 
Name............ 


Address...... 


City 
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The Secret of My Happy Marriage 


Prize Winnin 1g Letter IVriters 


V HEN you come to sift them out 
there seem to be a lot of happy mar- 
riages in the world. You may think 
this isn't so but you’re wrong. If you had 
sat in the chair of the Editor of SMART 
SET for the last month you would know 
better than to doubt married happiness in 
these United States and Canada. 

“I have been married seven, ten, fifteen, 
thirty years and I know I am perfectly 
happy,” wrote those who entered their letters 
in the contest, “What is the Secret of Your 
Happy Marriage?” 

Many things are mentioned as the secret 
of marital bliss Among them are con- 
sideration, kindness, attention to 
details, trust and understanding 


little attentions which mean so much to 


man or woman, birthdays, anniversaries, etc. 


Death alone will part us, for we have found 
the secret of true marital happiness. 

Selfishness and lack of patience are 
blamed for the “tears and misery” of the 
first three years in the married life of the 
second prize winner, Mrs. John W. Heath, 
of Winston-Salem, N. C. Quarrels over 
trifles marred those early days, but peace 
and happiness followed the awakening. The 
letter says: 


IGHT years ago I was married. The 
first three years were anything but 


I’m just a stubborn old ox, always have 
been—but never intend being again.” Hav- 
ing made his declaration of peace, I con- 
tinued with my formula on the subject. 
“Now dear, I have taken inventory and I 
find that to establish peace and hold it, 
we must bury that old enemy selfishness. 
We must each consider the other first in all 
things and we must have patience too and 
be more considerate of each other. If we 
can only abide by these simple rules I 
believe we will be happy.” And so we 
pledged ourselves anew to each other and 
resolved to make Happiness not misery our 
motto in the future. 
For the past five years we have 
lived up to that resolution and 


But the greatest of all is LOVE rr 


Get love, these letters say, and ail 1} 

else, in a married way, shall be 

added unto you. | 
“We married, and we maintain 

that marriage because we love each 

other,” says the first prize letter. 

“We are not forced to remain to- 

gether, but if we love each other 

it is inevitable that we will be 

true.” There, you see, faith and 

constancy are built on love, and 

the foundation lies secure in the 

heart of each of these people. The 

letter written by Mrs. Paul Sponler 

of Lawton, Okla., to which the 

judges awarded the $15 _ prize 

follows 


AM one half of a perfect mar- | 

riage partnership. A wide state- 
ment, but true. Paul and I have | 
been married ten years. long 
enough, I believe, for a fair test. } 

Paul and I were married at the 
ages of 23 and 21 years. Worldly 
possessions we had few, but in | 
love we were rich. I was a child 
of divorced parents, so I made up 
my mind that my own marriage 
should not go on the rocks. 


Smart Set’s Prize Winners on 


Happy Marriages 


F:rst Prize—Mrs. Paul Sponler, Lawton, Okla. 
Second Prize—Mrs. John W. Heath 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 
Third Prize—Mrs. Betty Luten, 
Baisly Park, L. I. 


Seven Prize Winners 


Mrs. Millicent Kadow, Milwaukee, Wis. 
Mrs. A. R. Tuxill, Pontiac, Mich. 
Mrs. M. C. Vest, Indianapolis, Ind. 
Mrs. Julian Goulston, Chelsea, Mass. 
Mrs. H. C. T., Kerman, Calif. 

Mrs. Bonnie Whaley, Spokane, Wash. 
Mrs. L. G. Stephens, Upton, N. Mex. 


ours has been the happiest, most 
ideal marriage that I know of— 
that is since we came to our senses 
and made a paradise of the situa- 
tion instead of a hell. Married 
life is what we make it, and we 
must make it for ourselves. 
Whether it is sweet or bitter de- 
pends entirely upon the parties in- 
volved. It is a game at which 
only two can play successfully and 
it is a most enjoyable one, when 
entered into and played in the 
fair, square way. There must be 
Love in the first place supple- 
mented with Honesty, Kindness 
and Patience, to make the joys of 
married life supreme 

I thought my husband a grouch 
and the soul of selfishness until I 
placed myself under the micro- 
scope—after that I could find no 
more criticism to make of my 
husband. You girls contemplating 
matrimony, let me urge you to 
make a thorough study of your- 
selves, not your husbands. The 
fault usually lies at your own 
door, when you have met and 
conquered personal bad 
traits, then Happiness can be 


I am a professional woman. I 
can earn more money than Paul, 
but I don't A man does not 
marry a doctor, a nurse, an editor, etc.; but 
a woman, the woman, and any man longs to 
feel himself the protector of and provider for 
his woman. If he is not allowed this feeling, 
something very fine is lost from marriage. 

Paul gives me a house allowance. He does 
not question my disposal of this money nor 
do I question his use of his spending money. 
We have no petty quarrels over money. We 
know how much we have and live within 
our means. 

Paul is a handsome man. I am a nice 
looking woman. We are both quite popular 
with the opposite sex. We have worked 
out the following common sense philosophy 
to avoid jealousy. We know that we mar- 
ried and maintain that marriage, because we 
love each other. We are not forced to stay 
together, and if we love each other it is 
inevitable that we will be true to each other. 
So we are not jealous. 

We have one child. We expect another 
soon. We waited until four years ago for 
our first baby, because we wanted to be 
free from acute financial worry before under- 
taking the responsibility of a family. A 
young couple trying to raise a too large 
family on a meager income will be nervous 
and irritable and unhappiness and quarreling 
will follow. We avoided this. 

Last but not least, we still remember the 


happy. I spent most of the time in tears 
and misery, while my husband sought con- 
solation in dissipation and utter recklessness. 
I attribute the cause of our unhappiness to 
selfishness and lack of patience on the part 
of both my husband and self. 

We would have a quarrel over the merest 
incident, each striving to gain his point. 
Finally after one of our wrangles, my hus- 
band disappeared. A few days later he 
called me over long distance and inquired 
after the baby. He had gone to a sister who 
resided a few miles from the town in which 
we lived. We lived apart for three months, 
each refusing to give an inch. But the 
repeated plea of baby for her daddy softened 
my heart and eventually we packed and 
went to the home of my husband’s sister, he 
having sent us money with which to pur- 
chase tickets. He met us at the station and 
I could see with a look that he had really 
missed us. He did not pretend to conceal 
his delight in having us with him once 
more. That night after baby Louise was 
tucked in bed, we sat before the fire and 
discussed our future. “John” I said, nestling 
my hand into his, “I think I have found 
th® solution of all our troubles.” He looked 
at me sadly and with tears in his dear 
brown eyes replied, “Well dear, I hope you 
have. I’ve acted the fool my last time. 
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readily assured. I have found 
more real happiness and pleasure 
in the past five years of my life, 
than ever before, because I have studied my 
short-comings and made an earnest endeavor 
to overcome evil with good. My husband 
is a changed man. He is always telling me 
how proud he is of me and every married 
woman knows the value of this compliment 
coming from their husbands. I'd much 
prefer a compliment of this order to any I 
know of. 

If all married people would resolve to live 
for each other and their individual selves in 
the beginning of married life, what a different 
world this would be. 


HE great response to SMART SET’S 

contests proves that thousands of people 
are seriously trying to think out life’s hard 
problems. In this effort SMART SET wants 
to help. It opens its pages to its readers and 
it does what it can to encourage clear 
thinking. On page 60 of this issue another 
contest is announced, the subject this time 
being “Can a Good Wife Be a Good Sport ?” 
The question is timely and important, and 
one that thousands of married people are 
asking themselves right now. SMART SET 
wants to know what your experience has 
been with a petting husband or a petting 
wife and what you think about such liber- 
ties. On page 80 Aleck Smart has two 
new contests for you. 
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This Singular Book Wields 


Strange Power Over Its Readers 


Giving them a MAGNETIC PERSONALITY almost instantly! 


Will You Read It 5 Days FREE--to Prove 
It Can Multiply Your Present Income? 


STRANGE book! A book that seems 
to cast a spell over every person who 
turns its pages! 

A copy of this book was left lying on a 
hotel table for a few weeks. Nearly 400 
people saw the book—read a few pages— 
and then sent for a copy! 

In another case a physician placed a copy 
on the table in his waiting room. More than 
200 of his patients saw the book—read part 
of it—and then ordered copies for themselves! 

Why are men and women so profoundly 
affected by this book?—so anxious to get a 
copy? The answer is simple. The book re- 
veals to them for the first time how any 
man or woman—old or young—can develop 
a Magnetic Personality instantly! It ex- 
plains how to gain overnight the personal 
charm that attracts countless friends—the 
self-confidence that insures quick success 
in any business or profession. 

It tells how to draw people to you at 
once, irresistibly—how to be 


sonality. He first applied his discoveries in 
his own circle of friends. Results were as- 
tonishing! His methods seemed to have the 
power of almost instantly transforming 
people into entirely new beings! 

Quietly, almost secretly, Shaftesbury’s 
fame spread. Great men came to him. His 
students and friends embraced such names 
as Gladstone, Queen Victoria, Edwin 
Booth, Henry Ward Beecher, Cardinal 
Gibbons, and others of equal fame. 

Until recently, Shaftesbury’s teachings 
have been available only to people who 
could pay $50 or $100 each for instruction 
books. But now, through the efforts of a 
group of his students, his wonderful teach- 
ings have been collected into a single 
volume, at a price within the reach of all! 
And furthermore Shaftesbury has consented 
to reveal hundreds of new discoveries never 
before put into print. 


Strange Effect on Readers 


popular everywhere, in an 
society—how to overcome al- 
most at once any timidity 


or self-consciousness you may | How to develop a Magnetic 


Readers of this book quickly be- 
come masters of a singular power to 


attract others—to influence men 
Books Tell You and women around them Not by 


force—not by loud argument. But 
rather by some subtle, insinuating 


have—how to be a magnet Ho er, — power that sways men’s minds 
of human attraction, pepular ae ertain Orien' and emotions. They are able to 


and well-liked wherever you 


It not only tells exactly how 
to accomplish these things— 
it tells you how to accom- 
plish them without delay— 


instantaneously! years younger 
° Ho M Heali 
Uncanny Volume ? timidity 


Forty years ago, Edmund 


of the human mind, set out 
to discover the secret of that 
rare quality—Magnetic Per- 


; How to gain perfect nerve control 

go: How to read people's feelings by 
watching their mouths 

How to read people's thoughts by 
watching their eyes the anes in their eyes—yes, 

How to develop a magnetic eye even th 

How to make your face appear 


How to control others by a glance 
How to end awkwardness and 
How to attract the opposite sex 

x How to get ahead in your business 
Shaftesbury, famous student or profession 

How to make your sub-conscious 

mind work wonders 
And dozens of other vital topics 


play on people's feelings just as a 
skilled violinist plays upon a violin. 

Folks are never the same after 
reading this book. Their manner 
changes. The tone of their voice, 


eir actual features seem to 
change—seem to grow more cul- 
tured, more refined 

The eyes—windows of the soul— 
become clear, beautiful, expressive, 
luminous as a crystal sphere. The 
voice grows rich, resonant—mellow 
as a golden bell. Folks listen epell- 
bound—charmed by the fine modu- 
lations—the cultured fluency of the 
tones. 


What Others Say 


What priceless benefits! so pro- 
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found! so far-reaching! Is it any wonder that thou- 
sands of men and women say that they are over- 
joyed with the results they have received? One 
enthusiast said of this volume, ‘‘Things I have read 
there I would never have dreamed of." Another 
wrote, “Certainly wonderful; like walking up a stair- 
way to a higher life.’ Another wrote, “I would not 
give up what Shaftesbury has taught me for $100,000!" 
In your everyday !ife—in social life—and especially 
in business, you will find what those people say to be 
true. You will find this book of immense value. You 
will quickly learn to fascinate people you meet—to 
attract new friends—to gain the speedy promotion 
and big pay which always come to men and women 
who have developed that most wonderful of all 
qualities—a MAGNETIC PERSONALITY! 


Read This Book 5 Days Free 


You must see this book for yourself—examine it— 
let it influence indelibly your own personality. Merely 
mail coupon below and this remarkable volume, with 
cover in handsome dark burgundy cloth, gold em- 
bossed, will be sent you by return mail for 5 days’ 
free examination. If you aren't stirred and inspired 
in the 5-day free period, return it and it costs you 
nothing. Otherwise keep it as your own and remit 
the Special wholesale Price of only $3 in full pay- 
ment. This volume was originally published to sell 
at $5—but in order to reach as many readers as pos- 
sible—it is now being offered at this special reduced 
price. This offer may never appear again, so you are 
urged to act at once, before it is withdrawn. Re- 
member—you do not pay unless you decide to keep 
the book. You risk nothing—so clip and mail this 
coupon NOW. Ralston University Press, Dept. 75-F, 
Meriden, Conn. 


RALSTON UNIVERSITY PRESS, 
Dept. 75-F, Meriden, Conn. 


All right—I'll be the judge. You may send me the 
volume “Instantaneous Personal Magnetism" for 5 
days’ FREE Examination in my home. Within the 
5 days I will either remit the special low price of only 
$3.00 in full payment, or return it without cost or 
obligation. 
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Own 


A Bargain You Can’t Ignore! 
Every Member of the Family 
Will Use and Enjoy it! Try it 


Free, and See! 


$ 300 and it’s 


yourse 


A generous free trial offer and the 
most liberal terms if you buy 


GET YOUR typewriter mow. A 
genuine Shipman-Ward rebuilt 
Underwood is the one you want— 
“the machine you will 
eventually buy!” Every- 
one needs it; now anyone 
can afford it. Don’t send 
a cent— but do get our 

big special offer— our 


‘ valuable book on 
typewriters and 
typewriting —/ree. 
You can learn to 
n write on this stand- 
ard-keyboard machine in one day. 
A week after the expressman has 
brought it, you’d feel Jost without 
it. A trial will prove it—and doesn’t 
cost you a penny! 
Our rebuilt plan gives you the 
best machine, and saves you a /ot of 
money. 
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‘Act NOW 


The Underwood is so famous a make, and 
No. 5 so popular a model, you’ll have to 
speak up if you want one of the lot we are 
just completing now! 

We rebuild from top to bottom; replace 


every single worn part; each machine is 
in sparkling condition. New typewriters . J " /| 


are commonly guaranteed for a year; 
we guarantee these completely rebuilt 
Underwoods five years: That’s our 
3etter-Than-New Guarantee! And we 
guarantee a big saving in money! 


Pay Like Rent 


We don’t ask for a cent 
now. Nor any money at all, 
unless you are completely 
won by the wonderful writ- 
ing machine we ship you for . 
an unrestricted 10-day free trial. When 
you do buy, take advantage of our very 
liberal scale of monthly payments. A host 
of our patrons have paid for their type- 
writers out of money made typing work for 
others. (One woman made a thousand dollars 


price, andget 
a FIVE year 
guarantee. 


All tools, 
cover, etc., 


included 


This is a Stas 
genuine No. 5 
Underwood--the ace of 
standard writing machines, 


If Ever ! 


at home last year with her Underwood.) 

If you know typewriters, you know the 
perfect work and the ease and speed of an 
Underwood. If you have never owned a 
typewriter, start with the finest! One 
that will last you all your 
life! But. the time to act is 
NOW. Don’t miss out on 
this present bargain offer. 
Don’t do longer without the 
convenience of atypewriter. 
Our modern method of re- 
building, and our economi- 
cal resale plan remove the 
last reason for not owning 
this time-saving, money - 
making, educational device. 


Free Trial Plan 

Our plan gives you the 
opportunity of @ thorough 
trial before you buy. You run no risk what- 
ever. You start to pay for your typewriter 
after you have found it the one and only ma- 
chine for you! But get the facts before this 
lot of machines is all in use. Clip the infor- 
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mation coupon before you turn the page. 
It will pay you! Note the very useful book 
you will receive free! Write for full particu- 
lars at once. 


Valuable Typist’s Manual 


FREE! 


Get our catalog that § 
tells how we rebuild ¥ 
these wonderful Under- & 
wood typewritersinthe { 
largest factory of its kind 

in the world, and lowest 

prices and terms in exist- 
ence. We will also include 
free, the new Type Writing 


Manual—it gives many exam- 
ples and samples of uses for Wag 
your typewriter: in business 
accounts, social correspond- 
ence, recipes, shopping lists, 
houschold accounts, etc. ; echool- 
work; literary work, etc. This is 

a typewriting age; no home is com- 
plete without a typewriter. Clip 
coupon now! 


SHIPMAN - WaRD Merc. Co. 
| to 3833 Shipman Bldg. 
Chicago 
Please send full offer, with Type Writing Manual 
FREE, prices, terms, etc., 


| and full information about A 
your FREE course in Touch 
| Typewriting. All withcut 


obligation; this is NOT an 


| order! 
| Name 
| St.or R. F.D 
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‘Toy for 


HE came to Broadway like thousands of others, vibrant 
with health and girlish freshness. She had youth, beauty 
and a voice, the talented triumvirate upon which Broad- 

way feeds. 

Her hair, coiled above her classic profile, held the glint of 
burnished copper and her eyes, wide, questioning and deep sea 
blue, had the innocence of the startled deer. Her cheeks were 
the delicate texture of the pink rose’s petal. 

Broadway, calloused to beauty, stopped dead to stare! 

I saw her first in a musical comedy chorus. Even in the 
obscurity of that ensemble the critics had singled her out for 
a fulsome rave. It was predicted that soon her name would 
be etched in the White Way heavens in letters of fire. 

Three months later she was the featured player in a reigning 
musical revue, a star in the rapid ascendency. 

In the cafes and night clubs, when she swept imperiously to 
her table, dowagers lifted their lorgnettes, aging Romeos felt 
their pulses quicken, young bloods sighed and debutantes 
glanced enviously. 

Broadway had a new toy. How long would it last? The 
old highway has watched them come and go—one, two, three 
—and is just a bit cynical, you know. 

Her descent was rapid. It began, as all Broadway descents 
begin, by “going the pace.” Gay cavaliers prostrated them- 
selves at her trim feet. She awakened amid gifts of roses from 
scores of admirers. 

Blessed with perfect health, Nature rallied her at first from 
Broadway’s attack but soon the telltale marks began to appear. 
A slight pallor and furtive manner. Then lines that cosmetics 
could not hide, dark circles, careléss dress and that hardened 
brash “none-of-your-business” manner. 


In a very short time she became one of those innumerable 
roguishly rouged and buoyantly bunned creatures who seem 
to drift about the dazzling canyons in an alcoholic haze. 

Headwaiters began to arch their polite brows at her approach; 
“Sorry Madam, all tables reserved this evening.” So she slid 
around the corners to the speak-easies. She had been given 
her theatrical notice for missing three performances in a row 
and in the blind pigs she basked in the hollow mockery of days 
that were. 

Her name became a whisper, but one night she had a fleeting 
moment in a night club. Somehow she and her escort had 
slipped by the silken rope. When merriment was at its height 
she suddenly swept to her feet, her falling chair pistoled a 
silence. She was disheveled, sodden and her splotched red 
lips held a dangerous leer. 

“This is your Broadway,” she huskily screeched. “What a 
little pal it has been to me. The best I get out of it is a tent 
in Arizona and you can all go to hell!” Then overcome by 
her exertion she coughed into her handkerchief which turned 
to a pinkish stain and then she lurched out of the room. 

That unhappily is not all the story. Broadway extracts its 
toll to the last farthing. Seven months later she came back 
not well but vastly improved and steadied by her experience. 
But the old lights beckoned and she answered the call. 

Three times she was arrested for causing disturbances in 
public places and twice for issuing spurious checks. Ore she 
was lifted from a gutter by a kindly policeman as Manhattan 
was going to work. 

And a few weeks later in a delirium of drugs and drinks she 
was taken to an asylum in a mid-western city, babbling and 
quite mad. It is not a pleasant story but it is a true story. 


QE, CE. BOINTYRE’S Best True Story this Month 
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My life today is quiet and retired. None of my neigh- 

bors know that the rather prim, dutiful wife they meet at 

the corner grocery or in the movie show was once one of the 

most infamous women of New York. My husband knows, and 

I know. The secret is ours. It will remain locked in our 
hearts forever. 

I do not live under my own name; my husband does not 
live under his. We have chosen, for the purpose of conceal- 
ing our identity, what is perhaps the com- 
monest of all names. We are simply Mr. 
and Mrs. Jones. 

We might even be the next door neighbors 
of someone who will read what I am writing 
tonight. The name of Jones covers a multi- 
tude of sins. Not sins exactly, for deep in 
my heart I cannot feel that I was ever 
really guilty of sheer, unadulterated wicked- 
ness. In the eyes of the world I was a bad 
woman, but my husband knows the truth, 
understands and forgives me. Who, then, 
shall condemn me? 

Still, we think it best that we should live 
anonymously to protect ourselves from the 
notoriety that surely would follow us if peo- 
ple knew who we really were. Our names, 
too recently, were plastered all over the 
front pages of the New York newspapers. 
We are living in another. city, making a 
fresh start in life. 

But I won’t dwell on our present respect- 
ability. Respectability, however worthy it may be, is some- 
times dull and stupid. The most interesting episodes of my 
life, I think, occurred during the days when I was gambling 
with all a woman holds most dear. 

I was never a thief, yet I made my debut, so to speak, 
among the moneyed classes of New York in stolen finery. 

When I first arrived in New York City I was twenty years 
old. Slender, blonde, and, as I was frequently told, -beautiful 
Back in the Pennsylvania town where I was born of strictly 
religious, Puritanical parents, I had had some experience as a 
stenographer. The lure of New York got into my blood like 
a fever, and like thousands of other girls I broke the home ties 
for the thrill of life on what I thought was a higher plane. 

I have no story of financial hardship to tell. I found posi- 
tions easy to obtain; but even then, I realized that my youth 
and appearance seemed more desirable to my employers than 
my stenographic ability. Men, I have always found, seemed 
to take a proprietary interest in a girl who works for them, if 
the girl is good-looking enough. 

Every girl who has worked for any length of time in a num- 
ber of offices will gather what I mean, and there are plenty of 
men, too, who will know what I am talking about. However, 
I was able to protect myself fairly well from much unpleasant- 


| AM the notorious Savannah Lane., 


> This is the man 
whose cowardice 
and deceit caused 
me to become 
the girl with the 
“siren heart.” 


When Mr. Karby 
Saw me in our narrow 
hallway his eyes flew 
open. “Exquisite,” he 
said fervently. 


ness. After all, it all depends on the girl. She usually makes 
the final decision hers, despite a lot of sentimental blah to the 
contrary. 

My life story really starts when I went to work for John L. 
Karby, president of the Karby Real Estate and Investment 
Company, with offices on Madison Avenue. He was the man 
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The True ejtory 
of a 
GIRL 
Who Made Men 


Here is my picture 
as the Savannah — oe 
Lane who was. Her 


PLAYTHINGS 


strong, distinguished look- 
ing face, and he was al- 
waysimmaculately clothed. 
His manner toward his 
employees, especially the 
men, was rather abrupt. 

But one Saturday after- 
noon we worked so long 
past quitting time that we 
were alone in the office. 
When he had finished dic- 
tating he looked at his 
watch. 

“Why it’s after two 
o’clock, Miss Lane. I 
didn’t realize I was keep- 
ing you here so 'ong! 
Really, I’m sorry. I think 
I ought to make it up to 
you. Suppose we take a 
taxicab and go up to the 
Plaza for luncheon to- 
gether.” 

The Plaza! I had never 
been in one of the fashion- 
able hotels of New York 
in my life. My meals had 
been eaten in my cheap 
boarding house, my lunches 
in cafeterias. Did I ac- 

cept? You bet your life I did, and 
was tickled to death to have the 
chance. For me it was a thrill, a 
kick. He didn’t have to ask me 
more than once. 

The Plaza proved all I hoped it would be, 
and more. The snowy linen, the shaded lights, 
the silver, the soft-footed, obsequious waiters 
made me feel as though I were a person of 

. great wealth and distinction. All of my 

I had a hunger for refinement and luxury. 

I had gowned myself = the ’ stringed orchestra played soft, delicious, 

fascinating loot of Jimmie music. Mr. Karby was exquisitely defferential. 

DeLong’s dishonesty for my And the food! I was starved, and it simply 

first big night in New Tork. melted in my mouth. We talked with no thought of the time. 

“All of my life,” he said, as he lit a cigarette after the coffee, 

who put me on the rocks. I started in the outer office as a ‘I have stuck to one axiom in business. Do you want to know 
stenographer; six months later I was Mr. Karby’s secretary. what that axiom is, Miss Lane?” 

At first, I don’t think he was conscious of me as a person I didn’t really care but I told him that I was anxious to know. 
who could possibly mean anything in his busy life. Our rela- “Never play around with a woman client, or your stenog- 
tions for three months were truly on a business basis. rapher,” he said. ‘“That’s my motto. I have broken the rule 

He was, I should say, fifty years old, with white hair, a today for the first time in my life. I wonder why?” He looked 
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Mr. Karby swung open the door and we stood petrified! 


at me thoughtfully, curiously. “I wonder if you could tell me 
why, Miss Lane?” 

I was flattered. Mr. Karby was the richest and most im- 
portant man I had ever known. In those days I flushed easily, 
and I imagine my face must have colored. 

“I’m sorry,” I said, like the young dumb-bell I was. 

“I’m not sorry,” he said, “but I’m interested to know why 
I find your company so very, very pleasant, Miss Lane. You 
know I’m married, do you not?” 

I knew nothing about his personal affairs, and I told him so. 
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Three hard-faced men confronted us. 
There was a blinding explosion. “Got it, perfect,” 


“I have been married twenty-five years, and my wife is a 
very dear lady,” he told me. “In fact we have a grown-up son, 
so you see I’m old enough to be your father. I don’t feel that 
way, of course, but I am.” 

I had enough feminine wisdom to see that he wanted to talk 
about himself, and I rather encouraged him to go on. 

“My life has been given up almost entirely to the business 
of making money. I have never played very much, Miss Lane. 
I have never had much fun. You have no idea what a depress- 
ing sensation it is when a man turns fifty and suddenly realizes 
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Mr. Karby became pasty white. One of the men struck a match. 


the man with the camera cried. 


that his youth has slipped away, and all that he has got out of 
the game is merely a bunch of money, a few ink marks on the 
ledger book of some bank. Somehow, he has a feeling that 
he has been cheated.” 

This was all new to me. I heard it plenty of times after 
that, and from other men, but at the time I was a more or less 
trusting young person. Actually, my sympathies were stirred. 
He watched my eyes and I can remember, now, how keenly 
intelligent he seemed. Except for a rather full, selfish mouth, 
he was handsome and suave. 


Our luncheon ended most conven- 
tionally. He escorted me to the street, 
gave my address to a taxi driver, paid the 
fare in advance, and stood with his hat 
off while the cab rolled away. 

O. Henry, in a short story, once called 
New York “Bagdad-On-The-Subway.” It 
is. The driver of that taxicab was Jimmie 
DeLong, who lived in my boarding house! 

When we got home he got down and 
opened the door of his machine for me. 

“Say, Miss Lane—” he looked at me 
curiously and hesitated. Always when 
men feel. a certain way toward me, I 
seem to sense it; I knew what was com- 
ing. “I don’t suppose a girl with a lot 
of swell friends like you got would care 
about makin’ a date with a guy like me, 
would you?” 

I had for three months been sitting at 
the same boarding house table with 
Jimmie DeLong, but had carefully 
avoided anything other than the most 
casual relations. This was not because I 
disliked him. As a matter of fact, he 
seemed rather agreeable, in a crude way. 

“T don’t go out very often,” I told 
him, but he shook his head and smiled 
disbelievingly. 

“Aw, have a heart,” he urged. “I’m 


a good guy. I don’t mean nothin’ wrong. 
aoe take in a show or something. That’s 


“Maybe we'll do that some time,” I 
told him, and started to enter the board- 
ing house, but he detained me. 

“Listen. I don’t blame you for not 
wantin’ to run around with a taxi driver,” 
he said, “but I got regular clothes, a 
swell outfit. You won’t be ashamed of 
me.” A sly grin was on his lips. “Listen, 
I ain’t just a taxi driver. I’m somethin’ 
else besides that. If I like a girl I’d be 
in a position to treat her right.” 

I was so unsophisticated at the time 
that I really thought he was referring to 
good manners, or something like that. It 
was his intention, of course, to arouse 
my interest but what he really stirred 
was a kind of pity. “I'll think it over,” 
I said. 

He looked at me with his burning eyes, 
made as though to seize my hand; 
he checked himself and touched his cap. 
“Don’t forget. Think it over,” he said, 
and flung his graceful young body back 
into the driver’s seat. 

This occurred rather late in the after- 
noon. Jimmie DeLong was not at the 
dinner table in the evening. I went alone 
to a neighborhood motion picture show, 
and I remember, suffered the feminine, 
agonizing pleasure of seeing other women, 

in the picture, gowned in the most gorgeous clothes. I wonder 
if any man can understand what clothes mean to a woman. A 
few, perhaps, do. My salary was fairly good, but even so 
there was but a pittance left for those airy, precious garments 
that for me, at the time, seemed so tremendously important to 
happiness. 

I was back at the boarding house and in my room preparing 
for bed by ten-thirty. A soft knock sounded on my door. I 
drew on a kimona and cautiously opened the door a few inches. 
Jimmie DeLong stood outside. [Continued on page 93} 
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HAVE been married twice, 
and twice I have been di- 
vorced. Neither time was I 
at fault. My friends say I 
was too kind to my wives. I 
know that no man ever tried 
harder to make a success of 
marriage, and few men have 
failed so miserably. Now here 
I am, neither a husband nor a 
bachelor, and the kind of a girl 
I should like to marry 1s kept 
away from me by wise parents 
who regard me as slightly 
soiled second-hand goods. 


shoulders. I accepted it as a trust and a 

responsibility. No man ever tried harder 
to make a success of matrimony and few men have 
failed so miserably as I. 

I have been married twice, and twice I have been 
divorced. Neither time was I at fault, a fact which 
would be gladly testified to by each of my former 
wives and by friends who are familiar with all of 


never rested lightly on my 


the circumstances. It may not be becoming for me a @ 


to say so, but people who are candid enough to 
criticize me in other ways say I was too kind, too 
generous and too considerate of my wives. Whether 


or not that is true, 1 can honestly say I tried in a 
every way I knew how to hold their love and 

loyalty, but I failed. Now, at forty-five, corpulent ~ 
in person as well as corpulent in wealth, I feel that oo 
there is no more romance in life for me and I sit it 
back and review the past, trying to understand just - 


what happened to my marriages and why. 

Before I submit my problems for your analysis. 
may I say this about myself? It is my nature that when I 
am finished with a person, man or woman, I am finished. I 
want nothing more to do with them on any terms whatsoever. 
Such a policy has made me successful in business, far more 
successful than the average, but I am undecided whether such 
a policy should be rigidly adhered to in matters of the heart 
especially in view of the remarkable events that wrecked my 
second marriage. I am seeking happiness now, not wealth. 

My first marriage was one of those boy and girl unions which 
did not last a great while and it was no great sorrow to sever. 


?? 


Every now and then I meet my first wife, and as she becomes 
more matronly, a bit older each time, I wonder how I ever 
could have fallen in love with her. It is next to impossible for 
me to recreate the picture of the slim, lovely girl she was at 
eighteen when I married her. Eighteen! More than twenty 
years ago! Why, the daughter who was born to us is eighteen, 
and that daughter is mine. Beryl was given to me by the 
court, because her mother didn’t want to be burdened with a 
child. My first wife married again before the ink on her 
decree was dry. 
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My wife loved the 
beach parties and it 
was astonishing to see 
how much of her figure 
she could show with- 
out actually being 
naked. So I told Sally 
I should prefer her to 
be less daring in her 
choice of bathing 
costumes. 


No, it wasn’t my first wife who caused me any mental 
anguish. It hurt at the time, although I had let her go when 
she insisted she wanted to be free. 

But the second marriage! That was the one which promised 
the happiness I felt fate meant me to have. When this second 
venture went on the rocks I learned what real heartache meant. 

I was forty when I married Sally Chapin. She was seventeen 
and beautiful! A face that was serious and saucy at the same 
time. Blue eyes that had the very devil of mischief in them 
one minute and the soft glory of motherhood the next. A nose 


that was pert, yet strong; lips so pouting and tempting I could 
not blame anyone for wanting to kiss them. Her skin was 
fair and smooth and her yellow hair was the fluffy kind you 
want to put your hands in and caress. 

Of course. no one could be as beautiful as Sally and be 


perfect otherwise. She was by no means witless, but she 
would never have taken a prize in a mental test. That was 
one reason, perhaps, why she was always on the go, always 
craving the kind of excitement she called “having a good time.” 
The first time I met Sally was when [ Continued on page 99] 
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This Is the Story of How I, a Nameless Child 


of the Paris Slums, Rose 


the 


CALL myself the “Sparrow” because I don’t know my 

family name. I don’t know who my parents were. My 

earliest recollections go back to my life as a tiny child 
among mountebanks who travelled about France giving per- 
formances at carnivals and fairs. I learned to sing and dance 
under the lashes of a whip. 

I was five or six, a tiny little thing, when I first began earn- 
ing money for my masters by giving public performances. At 
ten I was a hardened gamin of the Paris gutters. What few 
playmates I picked up were children of the depraved and crim- 
inal classes, urchins with whom I fought, biting and scratching. 
My earliest boy sweethearts were ragamuffins of the Paris 


La ome 
«Moineau 


(The Sparrow) 


streets, tough and rough little brutes but I guess I was tough 
too, for I was always able to take care of myself. I was 
afraid of nothing and of nobody. I was the terror of the Paris 
lice. 
“a violation of the law I went through Paris selling flowers 
from my little basket, singing songs and dancing on the curbs 
of the boulevards. I could run so fast no policeman could 
catch me. They said I was the wildest thing in all Paris. And 
that is how they came to call me the “Sparrow.” I was so 
elusive, so swift. I just seemed to fly out of the policemen’s 
hands. 


All of Paris came to know that “Sparrow.” I was notorious. 
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HEY called me the 
Sparrow and said I 
was the wildest gamin 
in Paris. Yet I'm not 
ashamed of the hardships 
in my childhood. My life 
made me what I am—an 
actress, the rage of Parts 
and the talk of New York. 
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Yet I’m not ashamed of my life. I couldn’t 
help being what I was, a gamin of the 
streets, trying to earn a few francs on 
which to keep my little body and soul 
together by any appeal of my arts. If, as 
a mere child, I tried to sell a bouquet of 
flowers by making eyes at foolish men, will 
you blame me if it was to keep me from 
starving or being flogged when I got to the 
filthy hovel I called my home at night? 

You who have seen me in a wonderful 
New York revue, who have read of me as 
a Paris sensation, and who have laughed 
at my dances and songs could never picture 
such a childhood as I had. 

If I have scaled certain heights of suc- 
cess I have risen, like the sparrow, from 
the mud of the streets and the gutter. The 
“Sparrow” I was, and the “Sparrow” I 
still am. I no longer spend nights in jail, 
but have a lovely apartment on Central 
Park. I am no longer driven to the ex- 
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tremity of cajoling rich old men to buy a bouquet of flowers 
for a few francs which would save me from hunger and a flog- 
ging, or to go riding with them in their cars for a pittance 
which would buy me a new silk shirtwaist in lieu of the dirty 
rags I was wearing. Here in New York I am paid $500 every 
week for my work in “A Night in Paris” and I can buy all the 


silk shirtwaists and velvet skirts I desire. 

A FEATURED star in a great American revue, applauded 
d by my audiences, praised by the critics, I, who was once a 
street girl of the boulevards, can have my pick of admirers. I, 
who wore rags a little over two years ago, am living in luxury; 
rich men take me to dinner; the sons of rich men take me to 
the night clubs and cabarets; they offer me jewels, they send 
me flowers. I, an unloved child who hungered for love, and 
who was grateful for an Apache boy’s kisses, a pickpocket’s 
kisses, could several times have married a millionaire. A few 
months ago and before I came to the so wonderful New York 
a French nobleman committed suicide because I refused to 
marry him, but I am still, and shall ever be, the wild one, the 
uncatchable one, down in the gutter one moment, and the next 
high in the tree tops. For I am the “Sparrow”’! 

Like a cyclone, a little tempest from “gay Paree,” I 
descended upon your New York stage. The spotlight follows 
me. All eyes are upon me. I am dressed in the patched ani 
tattered trousers of an Apache. I wear a frayed and dirty 
sweater, and a colored silk bandanna about my neck. A bat- 
tered and grimy old bowler hat gives a finishing touch of tough- 
ness. But in my make-up of a hard-boiled devil-may-care girl 
of Montmarte, in my act in “A Night in Paris,” I am no 
tougher than I was when I had to fight tooth and nail with 
the street gamins of Paris five or six times a day to keep some 
place of advantage where I could sell my flowers. 

Some critics have called me a human hurricane. I sing and 
dance in a sort of tempest. I know I have a flair for devilish- 
ness! Your dignified New York critics call it “personality.” 
As a kid, when the police weren’t looking, I did my stunts 
before the Cafe de la Paix and Cafe d’l’ Opera, and before 
swell Rolls Royce and Hispano Suiza automobiles along the 
curbs of the boulevards. Since I came to America a few 
months ago I have made something of a hit in this so great 
New York. They've never seen anything quite like me before. 


UT if I do my dances in a cyclone of tangled motion wilder 

than your Charleston, if I make everybody shout and 
handclap by my songs so—what do they say?—spicy, by my 
impish merriment and my crazy antics, it’s because all that 
was brought out of me under an old woman’s leather whip. I 
got whipped so often as a kid I got the so thick skin, I guess. 
I ceased to care, and ceased to weep, and could only laugh. I 
could laugh at Monsieur Devil in his face, and I’ve met men 
worse, I think, than Monsieur Devil. 

Often, though, when I swoop down on to your New York 
stage, out of the blurred faces of the audience in the glare of 
the footlights I seem to see an ugly old woman rise up before 
me. Her face is shrivelled up and brown like an old apple. 
Two yellow snaggly teeth protrude over her under lip, and 
there are curly hairs from moles in her chin. Her white hair 
is all stringy, and her eyes glare at me. In one hand she holds 
a whip, and so I begin to laugh more wildly. I gesticulate 
more fiercely. I sing my song begging people to buy my 
flowers in a more pleading frenzy of appeal. I dance as 
though I felt that whip flicking my ankles with burning 
welts. She was so like a witch in the fairy tales your children 
read, but she taught me to dance and sing, that old woman 
who whipped me nearly every day and took all my earnings. 
That old woman was my “mama.” 

Or I see a big brute of a man, with black hair rising from 
his forehead like a brush, and scowling eyes under brows that 
are like toothbrushes dipped in ink, and with gold rings in his 
ears. His fists are like the big ox-bones. How I can feel the 
smash of those fists on my little body when the centimes didn’t 
ring on the cobblestones of the market place. That man with 
the so heavy fists was Lucien d’Lodette, the leader of our 
troupe. He was an ogre, a brute and I hated him. 

I didn’t hate the woman I called my “mama,” even if she 
had a whip, as it was she who brought me up, and she did 
teach me to sing and dance. But Lucien, with those fists that 
would knock me over sprawling on the cobblestones, I hated 


him! I felt I wanted to kill him. I tried to scratch his face. 
I would bite into his wrists and fists. Lucien hated me, too, I 
think, for I was the only one in the troupe whe fought back. 
The others were afraid of him, and cowered away. He had 


The better known I became the more trouble I had 
and, presto, like 
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once been an animal trainer. He called me a little wild beast. 
Well, I was an animal whose spirit he couldn’t break and tame. 
We travelled from one end of France to another in a great 
wagon drawn by horses. The wagon was gaudily painted, and 
we lived in it. It was divided into rooms; a section for sleep- 
ing, one for eating, and a kitchen. From town to town we 
jogged along, stopping off in the market places and putting up 
our tent, or giving open-air performances. We were gener- 
ally in the north of France in the sum- 
mer, and went south and along the 
Riviera in late fall and winter. 


HERE were Lucien, who owned the 

troupe, his wife and children; “mama” 
and myself, and the other performers. 
By the time I was seven I was the star 
attraction. Under old ‘mama’s” whip 
and Lucien’s big fists I'd become some- 
thing of a performer. I suppose I must 


with the police. Just as I'd be handing forth a bunch of flowers, I'd see a flic approach, 
the sparrow I was up and away. 
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have had something in me; it was my nature to dance and sing, 
and a certain wildness and abandon is part of me. 

In all the period of my childhood, I don’t think I ever expe- 
rienced any single evidence of human love. You would think 
I should have grown up into a hardened little brute, and I won- 
der myself that I didn’t. And yet, while I got calloused in 
many ways and lost all fear of people, I craved for affection 
so much, I was so sensitive to kindness, that a woman’s gentle 

look when I begged for contributions 
after a performance, a kind word from 
a man, almost moved me to tears. 

At first the old hag who had raised me 
told me she was my mother; but I knew 
better. She was too old to have been my 
mother, for one thing; for another, if she 
had been my mother she would have 
shown some natural tenderness. I’ve seen 
people express more kindness to perform- 
ing animals than I was ever shown. Her 

single interest in me was to ex- 
ploit me. As a child I possessed 
the promise of good looks; and she 
must have detected my talent. 


si AMA” told me I had been 

born in Rheims. I don’t 

know. She was a terrible liar 

and I think she wanted to con- 

ceal the place of my birth. I 

may have been an orphan that 

she picked up, or as I think more 

probable, she may have stolen 

me. At any rate I owe my early 

training to the harsh old witch. 

Even if she stole me from some 

good family maybe I should be grateful 

anyway. Of all the hardships and suffer- 

ings in my childhood I regret nothing. I’m 

happy in being what I am and my life 
made me what I am. 

And it’s something, isn’t it, for a girl of 
sixteen to become the rage of Paris and to 
eclipse the famous Mistinguet and Spinelli! 

One thing I do know, I was different 
from everybody in that mountebank 
troupe. The d’Lodette children were 
coarse and slow witted. I was a fragile 
little thing, with delicate features and 
slender, fine, diminutive hands. I had 
bright sparkling black eyes, intelligent eyes, 
eyes that I came to employ well in the 
arts of beguiling coquetry. Men told me 
later that I had beautiful eyes. Evidences 
of birth and good blood? Perhaps. Men- 
tally I was quick as ‘“mama’s” whip, sharp 
as the knife blade d’Lodette carried in his 
belt. If I saw someorie do a dance that 
was new to me I could do an imitation 
right off. My ear for music was good. 
Natively witty, alive to the humor in any- 
thing, I later became quite a figure on the 
Paris boulevards because of my flashing 
repartee. I never went to school and when 
I got my first engagement in a Paris 
Theater, I couldn’t read or write. When 
I began earning money, ambitious and 
eager to get on in the 
world, I began to study 
under teachers: and with- 
in a year was able not 
only to read and write, 
but to appreciate the 
great French romances. 
I read and loved the 
poetry of Verlaine, which 
is another proof to me 
that I was in no way 
related to the d’Lodette 


clan. 
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I was glad of the great war when it swept like a scourge 
over France, for through the war I escaped from d’Lodette 
and in the end from “mama.” We were playing in towns 
along the Belgian border when we heard the explosion of burst- 
ing shells. The whole sky turned to fire. The Germans were 
coming! In wild terror we piled into the wagon and d’Lodette 
flogged his horses southward. Everywhere people were in 
flight. Old men, old women, women carrying babies, and tiny 
children hardly able to walk; men and women driving cattle 
and wagons filled with household goods. 

Day and night we fled, with only short resting spells, until 
the horses gave out. Then a word of panic came down the 
line of that staggering, running horde of fugitives. The Huns 
were upon us. We left the wagon 
and horses, and fled. 


DON’T remember much of the 

rest of that night. “Mama” 
held my hand; she was a strong 
old woman, and she dragged me, 
half running, along the road. Our 
troupe got separated. In the 
morning, when we rested among 
several hundred others in an old 
barn, “mama” and I found our- 
selves alone. What happened to 
d’Lodette I never knew; nor did 
1 care; we never saw him again. 
Somehow we kept on. And then 
the French poilus came like 
angels of deliverance from heaven! 
And in the end we got to Paris. 

We lived in the lowest, dirtiest, 
vilest section of the Paris slums. 
It’s worse than your lower East 
Side. The house in which I spent 
the next years of my life was 
strangely called the Maison Blanc. 
The “White House!"’ Somebody 
must have played a grim jest to 
call that place the Maison Blanc. 
It was tottering and dilapidated, 
and black with grime. “Mama” 
and I lived in a room high up 
under the leaky roof. That win- 
ter, the first winter of the war, 
we almost froze. 

It was “mama’s” idea that I 
should become a flower girl, that 
I should try, especially, to sell 
flowers to the men. With the 
money she pinched together by 
begging she bought a wicker basket and my first flowers. 
Thereafter, early every morning before six o'clock I was sent 
off to the market to buy a basket of flowers. I got in the 
habit of hopping on the back of automobiles, taxicabs or 
delivery wagons, to get to the market early. In rain, snow 
and cold I wandered the Paris streets, soliciting the people I 
met to buy my wares, violets, lilies of the valley, little bunches 
of baby roses. In those first days of war it was hard to sell 
flowers. When I returned with any flowers unsold I got a 
flogging. 

1 didn’t like to be flogged so I soon learned, mere kid that I 
was, how to coquette with my eyes, and to whisper nice things 
to men, or to crack jokes that would bring a smile and open 
the purse. I haunted the boulevards, back and forth, and at- 
tracted attention by singing on the street corners. At night 
I darted in and out of the cafes, carrying my basket and 
dancing among the tables. I found that men accompanied by 
women were promising customers for my wares. I would 
plead with them, cajolingly, to buy flowers for the lady. If 
they refused, I would fly into a tantrum, and denounce them 
furiously. They were not gallant. They were tight-wads. 
They were not gentlemen. Many would buy a bouquet and so 
get rid of me. By such tricks I built up my flower business. 

On the streets and in the cafes I improvised songs and per- 
formances as the mood inspired me. I made up original songs 
and jokes of my own. During the next few years I became 
quite adept in my tricks, and became a well known if some- 


I have become a star, but like the sparrow, I have 
risen from the mud of the streets and gutter. 
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what notorious figure on the boulevards and in the cafes. 

I wore rags, but I loved beautiful things. When I made 
extra money, for a little hug, a little kiss, I bought myself 
sheer flimsy lingerie, fake jewelry that delighted me. I began 
to take a lively interest in myself. 1 kept my face washed. I 
got to fixing up my tumbled hair. Something of a natural 
born actress, an instinctive mimic, I’d rehearse before the 
mirror, devising changes of expression, of appeal, promise, 
disdain, the art of coquetry by a play of the lips and the eyes. 
Oh. I was a little devil! I began to sell more and more flowers. 

But the better known I became along the boulevards the 
more trouble I had with the police. It was against the regula- 
tions to sell flowers on the streets, the sale being restricted to 
booths which pay for the con- 
cessions. The Paris police, known 
as the flics, knew me, and were 
forever on the lookout. You'd 
see me before the Cafe de la 
Paix dancing and singing. Just 
as I'd be handing forth a bunch 
of violets and the nice wealthy 
old man would be reaching into 
his pocket, I'd see a flic ap- 
proaching. Présto! Like the 
sparrow I was up and away. 
1 had lots of fun with them. 
Often, to escape, I hopped 
on the running boards of swell 
automobiles. I got more free 
rides than any kid in Paris. Often 
people would stop on the. boule- 
vards to watch my antics, flying 
off of one speeding automobile on 
to another. I got a lot of fun 
making an exhibition of myself. 
I guess I’ve always been a little 
monkey! It was the police who 
first nicknamed me the “Spar- 
row,’ because I was so agile, so 
swift, so nimble on my feet. 

But even if they arrested me 
often the flics liked me. They 
weren't insensible to the way I 
could roll my eyes! 

I had my professional troubles, 
too. When I found an advan- 
tageous place to sell flowers, or 
when business got going good, 
other girls with flowers would 
come up and try to compete with 
me. Then I had to take care of 
myself. I could fight and scratch 
and bite. They could, too. Crowds would gather while we 
fought like cats. They howled and applauded. ‘The Sparrow! 
The Sparrow!” They cheered when I dragged my rival to the 
gutter or sent her fleeing in terror. Wild eyed, panting, I'd 
gather up my scattered wares and then the crowd would buy. 
Most of the girls came to be afraid of me. I was a hell-cat! 
When I was twelve or more, girls much older than I was gave 
me a free berth. 


LOVED dangerous places. When I tired of the boulevards 
and selling flowers to the men and women in evening 
clothes who came from the opera, I'd jump on the back of a 
taxi and go up into Montmarte. I became a familiar figure in 
the lowest dives. If I had any left, they bought my-remaining 
flowers. They bought me food and drinks. They taught me 
the uncouth Apache dances. When they got too rough, I 
could fight and bite. Often those roughnecks, who wouldn’t 
hesitate at killing, fought over me. I could have had many 
lovers had I wanted them! But just then, for the first time, 
I fell in love. 

When I stayed out all night and came home in the mornings 
the old witch with whom I lived was up waiting with her 
stick. She would flog me until my back bled. Almost every 
day I got a beating. I came to ask why I should stand for it. 
I was earning all the money. All the money I made the old 
ogre took away from me. She would buy herself flasks and 
flasks of cheap wine and the few silk [Continued on page 90] 


ae 


De Miriyian 


iler™ to life. You will meet Tillie and her pals, 
rest of the bunch from Russ Westover's comic 


She may come in late ev'ry 


morning, 
Her spelling may never ' 
be right, overtime. 
But when Boss has a good Her figure’s a marvel of 


looking caller neatness, 
Miss Tillie is always And her speediness 
polite. 


hardly a crime. 


e 
a 
h Mac and Bubbles, the Boss and all the 
y sevip, in the laugh provokirig Marion Davies ion made by Metro-Goldavya- Mayer. 
he Lotls 
on 
n ‘ 
th : 
¥. 
t! 
ve 
= 
ds 
ng 
in 
ng ‘ 
e 
ny 
it. 
id 
29 


° 


d 


pet 


Aileen Ray's P 
atoo won't pet. 
He prefers con 
versation. 
» 
ceo. ee When it comes to petting a pretty 
girl, Viola Dana's monkey acts 
ff : 
9 
~ 
S 
ge 
f= 
» 
t 
Anne Cornwall will 
never be wild 
as long as only , 
pets a rag doll. 
Well, 
s always safety 
in numbers. 


Mae Busch has 
py love.” It's a 4 
pam, 
pet my dog. | | 
Natalie Kingston is a regular 
girl. She thinks peteing parties 
are “the cat's. 
Clare has a 
in that re 
. sponds eagerly to her 
3) 


th 


3 
a 


32 


On With the Dance 
_— 
— 
a& 
i 
A 
~ 268 
MARGARET, MAN: i 
NERS, (below) of 
George s ‘Scandals, 
r 
Taylor is really one of the ae 
most modern of moderns in 
“Gay Paree, 1927." 
| | 


Vou (ome Back 


A Letter to the Man I Love 


Y LOVED One: Your are gone! And with you has 
M gone all the light and beauty of life. I am like a 
blind person groping in eternal darkness for the sun 
that never comes. I say to myself over and over, a dozen 
times a day, “He is gone; he is gone; he is gone,” until the 
words have become a meaningless drone. There is no peace 
anywhere for me. 

Don’t think that I haven’t tried to reconcile myself to the 
loss of you. At first I guess I was really a little mad. My 
only thought was to rush about in a constant whirl of excite- 
ment, matinees, dinner dates, dances, parties, all night rackets 
that ended up with breakfast in a cold dawn. But in my effort 
to forget I only succeeded in remembering. 

I thought that if I gave myself a chance I might find some- 
one to take your place, and so I deliberately encouraged the 
attentions of every man I met. I presented a gay mask to 
the world when all the while my heart was breaking under- 
neath it. I tried, oh, so desperately, to believe that I was 
gradually liberating myself from the exquisite, torturing 
memories of you, but I was forging ever stronger chains 
around my love; there was always the eventual and fatal 
comparison of all those other men to you. 

Of course, you were not the first man to whom I gave my 
love, but because of those previous flirtations I was able to 
measure the depth and sincerity of my love for you. I had 
been kissed before, too, just as madly as you kissed me. 

I do not conjure up the memories of those other kisses in 
the hope of arousing any latent feeling that may still linger in 
your heart for me. I drag them into the light for a very 
definite purpose. When you broke with me, left me forever. 
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you released me from all obligations. There was no reason 
why I shouldn't let a man kiss me if I wanted to. And yet I 
couldn't bring myself to such a thing. I have fought against 
the false kisses of other men. Whether you want me or not, 
my sweet, I still belong to you. It will always be so. 

Sometimes, to myself, I call you Pan, because to me you 
are the God of Love. It was two long years ago that I first 
heard and answered the call of your magic pipes, and even 
now when the sweetness of your music is but a whisper in the 
trees, a laughing in the waves, I can still, hear the maddening 
beat of your hoofs in the distance. 

Forgive me, my precious, if I grow a bit lightheaded before 
I come to the end of this letter. There is so much that I 
want to tell you; so much that I must tell you; and such 
miserable, cold, shop-worn words to say it with. So if I 
seem to be talking from some high and unreal place, you will 
understand. ; 

I wonder if, among all the girls you have known and loved. 
there was ever one who scorned your love? You never told 
me very much about those other girls. I didn’t want to hear. 
But I hope that just one of them caused you to suffer as I am 
suffering. It will help you to understand the things I am 
telling you. 

Have you ever longed so desperately for the sight and 
sound of the one you love that you would peer feverishly into 
the face of every person who passed you on the street, hoping 
that you might find her? I have done that, dear heart, know- 
ing all the while that it was useless. I never see a bit of blue 
sky or hear a piece of music or have a lovely thought that | 
don't close my ‘eyes, because [Continued on page 103) 
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TEVEN WAINRICHT, stunning in flannels, blue coat and a gold-braided yachtsman’s cap, came 
over and pretended to buy cigarettes as he told me, “I have $1,500 for you.” I gasped and felt dizzy. 
Then I remembered his promise. He must have won the money for me at the roulette table. 
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Love of Life Led Mie Into Adventure. 


N SPITE of my father and my brother Pedro I had been 

selling cigarettes at the Hotel Conquestador for a week. 
My father was a sullen, silent sort of a man who seldom ex- 
pressed his opinion about anything, but Pedro was the quick 
tempered kind that so many girls in the tropics have for a 
brother. He was sure that my love of luxury and gaiety was 
going to make trouble for me so I had taken the position at 
the Conquestador while he was on a fishing trip. I revelled 
in the atmosphere of the hotel. I loved the palm patio at dusk 
with its soft music, its splashing fountain and its gorgeously 
gowned women. In one short week among them I had made 
two friends and an enemy, a woman of course. One of the 
friends was Schuyler Briggs, the polo star, who thought I 
looked like a princess; the other was Steven Wainwright, the 
wealthiest man in Miami. His home, Fiesta, was the show 
place of the city and my delight at being asked to serve drinks 
at the carnival he gave there was beyond words. 

Mr. Wainwright gave me the finest undies and a beautiful 
costume to wear because, he said, he wanted his guests to see 
just how a real Spanish beauty looked. It was all wonderful 
to me and for the first time in my life 1 went among these rich 
people and a wild spirit of abandon filled me. I danced madly 
and was greeted with a wild burst of applause. It 
was only when the dance ended that I found out my 
partner was Schuyler Briggs—the man I was sure I 
could trust. I was on the point of telling how 
I happened to be at the carnival when we were in- 
terrupted by a blonde girl with whom I had seen, 
him at the hotel. When the party broke up Steven 
Wainwright begged me to stay—and I wanted to 
stay. 1 was sorely tempted by everything/I saw 
around me. The room where I changed my costume 
was the loveliest thing I had ever seén. Loving 
richness as I did, I couldn’t resist slipping between 
the silken, scented sheets of the bed just to see hew 
they felt. At that moment, Mrs. Vanderpool; a 
beautiful society divorcee. opened the doer and saw 
me. She hated me for attracting Steven, so it was 
the worst thing that could have happened. 
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Now Read of My Growing Fear. 


S I shrank back into the pillows, I knew Mrs. Vander- 
pool was thinking terrible things about me. The look 
on her face was even more damning than the three 

words that issued from her curling lips: 

“I thought so,” she sneered. 

I will never quite forget the way she drew herself up, and 
shrugged her beautiful shoulders, then closed the door as if 
she were detaching herself from something unspeakable. Al- 
though I was only nineteen I knew the truth, for even a girl 
knows when a woman is damning her. 

An awful feeling of horror and degradation swept over me. 
I slumped into the silken sheets feeling as if I had been 
publicly whipped for some crime. Of course, Mrs. Vander- 
pool believed the very worst about me. 

The thing that mattered was not that there was anyone she 
could tell who would be hurt by her story, or that the telling 
would hurt me. It was the terrible feeling that another 
woman believed the worst about me that mattered most of 
all. It almost made me believe I was as bad as she thought me. 

I began to cry into the pillows. It took all the will power 
I had left to stop crying and get up. I dressed nervously, 
wondering if I dared tell Steven Wainwright what had hap- 
pened. I finally decided 
it would be better not to 
mention anything about 
Mrs. Vanderpool’s appear- 
ance at the door. It might 
make him angry with me 
if he thought I had been 
the cause of possible 
trouble to him. 

Just before I called him 
I took a last look around 
the luxurious room. Some 
of its lure had departed. 
Even the glow of the 
shaded lamps seemed dim- 
mer. A shadow had stalked 


Mr. Wainwright's yacht, El Bandelero, was so beautiful that it was called the Pride of Biscayne Bay. It was on that boat 
that he gave his wildest parties. When he invited me I was thrilled at the thought of the danger I ran in going with him. 
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“Young woman,” Mrs. Vanderpool told me with 
a sneer, “Steven Wainwright lost every bet he 
placed at roulette last night. For the first time 
in his life he lost every bet.” With these cutting 
words she turned away in scorn and disgust. 


36 


Y own father turned 
told mel could never 
terrible thing to hear, but 
prayers could move him. 
stood and sobbed because my 
because he turned away 
of scorn Mrs. Vanderpool 
afraid ... afraid 


into the place! I think Mr. Wainwright realized 
something had happened to me, but, he said 
nothing about the way I looked and acted. 
““Vou’ve decided to go home?” he asked. 
Something about his voice made me sure he 
knew the answer. 

“Then I'll drive you in my roadster. The 
chauffeurs have all gone to bed. Wait here 
until I get a hat.” 

Mr. Wainwright was back in a few minutes. 
We went down the great circling staircase in a 
strained sort of silence. It seemed impossible 
to believe that only an hour or so ago Fiesta’s 
vast hall had been the scene of a wild carnival. 
Only the disorder of the place convinced me I 
was not dreaming. 


MOMENT later we were seated in the car 

and he was bending over the wheel. We 
shot forward and the cool air of dawn rushed 
over me. The weariness; the feeling of degrada- 
tion; and the fear that I had offended Mr. 
Wainwright by deciding to leave Fiesta, all 
slipped away. I put Mrs. Vanderpool out. of 
my thoughts, and refused to worry about what 
awaited me home at the end of the ride. The 
crimson and pink glow in the east spread like 
molten fires. A new day was coming 

“Tt’s beautiful!” I cried, unable to restrain 
myself under the spell of sunrise. 

Steven Wainwright looked at me. I saw 
then that some of the flame-like quality had 
burned out of his dark eyes. He seemed tired, 
and somewhat older in the rising light. Even 
his voice had lost something: “That’s your 
youth speaking, Nunciata. Youth, greeting the 
dawn. Of course, it is a pretty picture to me, 
but, I cannot produce enthusiasm, or ecstasy, 
over it any more. Here you've been up hours 
and hours, and you sound and look as fresh as 
the new day.” 

After that we bowled along in silence. Once 
the speeding car swerved sharply to the right. 
I looked up in time to see Wainwright open his 
eyes suddenly, and jerk the wheel around. He 
had dozed off! 

I made him let me out of the car about one 
block from my house. As I was getting out 
he took hold of my hand: “I won quite a bit 
of money for you on those roulette bets up at 
Mrs. Vanderpool’s. Something like fifteen hun- 
dred dollars. They gave me checks, and I 
forgot about it during the rush this evening. But, some time 
tonight I'll be ever and deliver " 

“Fifteen hundred dollars for me!” I gasped, “Oh! Mr. 
Wainwright I couldn't take it.” 

“You've got to. It’s yours. I bet it for you as I said I 
would. But, run along, and get some sleep now, Nunciata. I 
don't even dare kiss you good-by. If I did I might become 
very romantic for a man of forty, rush you to my hydroplane, 
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against me. In a rage he 
come homeagain. It wasa 
neither my tears nor my 
There in the public street I 
father thought I was bad, 
from me with the same look 
had given me...I was 


afraid. 


and run off with you to some air cave!” 

With those words Steven Wainwright again 
became the fascinating man of the palm patio, 
the man whose eyes and voice had swept me 
off my feet. I drew my hands away, and throw- 
ing him a kiss ran down the street. 

My house looked forbidding. The old ugly, 
unpainted blinds were all tightly drawn. 

And yet, as I tiptoed up the rickety steps 

I was sure that eyes, black sullen eyes, 
were peering right through the closed é 
blinds at me. This feeling increased as es 
I tried to unlock the front door. My 

key could not get in the hole. I understood. My 
father had left his inside of the door. I began to 
knock. No answer. I walked around to the back 
and tried that door. It was locked fast. I knocked 
at my father’s window. I might as well have been 
tapping on a tomb. Of course, he was inside, and 
of course he heard me, but, that was his sullen 
way of doing things. He had decided to lock me 
out, and had done so. 

The thing that worried me most of all then was 
where to find a place to sleep. My eyes were be- 
ginning to close. Tiredness was upon me at last. 
It didn’t occur to me that my father intended to do 
more than punish me for the time being. I never 
dreamed the truth then. 


STREET car gong suddenly clanged down the 
street. An idea came to me. I would take 
the car to the Conquestador, and get a room. 

It was a long ride, and I drifted off to sleep 
several times. The great clock in the lobby said 
five-fifteen as I went up to the desk. A bell-bov 
shook himself to life, and called the clerk. It was 
Harry Weaver, one of the night men who had been 
shifted over to the early morniag force. I had not 
liked the way he looked at me from the first day I 
came to the Conquestador. He had an evil face. 

“Well for the love of Mike what’s the Spanish 
cigarette senorita doing around this time of morn- 
ing?” he asked freshly. 

“I’ve been working late at a party. I want to 
get_a room. I’m not going all the way home now,” 
I said. 

He gave me a funny look, then whistled softly. 
“Been working late at a party! Ha! Ha! that’s a 
good line. What d’you do when you're not selling 
cigarettes?” he demanded. 

“I’m awfully tired. Please let me have a room.” 


Weaver looked at his house chart, and took a 
Strong hands seemed suddenly to catch me by the 
key from the rack: ‘““There’s just one left, kid. It’s throat and throttle me. My blood t d in my 


next to twenty-four on the third floor. Let’s see, M 
twenty-four. That's Schuyler Briggs, the polo guy. veins. In the madness of that moment rs. 


He left orders to be called at six-thirty. Don’t Vanderpool was only a woman who had insulted 

forget Ike,” he said to the gaping bell hop, “Briggs’s got to me. Hate and anger bred a passion for revenge. 

be sure and get out, to exercise his pony. All right, Spanish, 

I'll take you up myself.” My failure to answer peeved him. He said there wasn’t any 


i followed, strangely apprehensive. We went up the first percentage trying to high-hat him. We reached the room. I 
flight in silence. Ascending the second he turned to me: “Been held out my hand for the key. Weaver gave a funny little 
stepping out a little, eh kid?” laugh. “We don’t let our guests [Continued on page 114) 
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TRANGELY 

enough it was my 
husband who urged 
me to do a little pet- 
ting. This made me 
ask myself: Would 1, 
a good wife, enjoy 
flirting with other 
men? Was I missing 
the thrill of romance, 
because I wanted no 
love-making from any- 
one except my hus- 
band? I determined 
to be a “‘good fellow”. 
Read my story and 
you will learn the start- 
ling discovery I made. 


call it a day. Eighteen holes of golf, two sets of tennis, 
a swim, hostessing it at a dinner-party, and six hours of 
dancing is a large program 
But, Alan, my tall, youthful blond husband was all for 
carrying on. The party was still going strong for him. He 
had been high-powering himself from the apparently bottomless 
bowl of Scotch Mist. Incorrigible Jimmy MacLean, whose golf 
locker was said to be the wettest spot in Westchester County, 
had set it up on the ballroom floor immediately after the last 
of our country club’s dignified, old Board of Governors went 
home. Whenever Alan got tight at a party, and there was a 
new feminine attraction on hand, he resorted to his old trick 
to postpone our departure 


|’ WAS three o'clock in the morning, and I was ready to 


“C'mon, honey, be a good sport, just this one time. Stick 
‘round a lil while. More fun! more people going be k-killed! 
I gotta million dances. Best music this summer. Everybody 
goin’ swimmin’ down Rep Carter’s beach. The Reynolds 
throwin’ out eggs an’ bacon afterwards. Dot’n me ‘lected to 
scramble dozen eggs. C'mon, Polly dolly, just be good 
feller. Step outa the—the. you know, the photograph. We 
got guests. Dot 'n Phil. Gotta show ‘em wild time. Going 
stick, sweetie? Please,” he begged, towering rather uncer- 
tainly above me. 

Somehow, he reminded me of a big, little boy teasing his 
mother into doing something his heart was set on. In the 
days to come, our little two-year old Billy, would be teasing 
me to do something in the very same way. The pattern of 
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Life repeats itself that way for women. I thrilled at the 
thought of little Billy grown into a big, boyful Alan. Some 
of my physical weariness went away. But, I knew it would be 
foolish to stay. I had danced plenty. Alan had an interest 
in remaining. Dorothy Adger, and her husband Phil, who had 
been my former beau, were our week-end guests in the country. 

“Alan, dear, my running home needn’t matter. You just 
stay on, and have a wonderful time. I don’t like to be a poor 
sport, but honest, I’m all done up.” 

“Lil Scotch Mist put you on your feet, honey. Let me pour 
us a lil Scotch Fog 

“No, dear. You let me run ‘long please. Go on and break 
= 9 That awful dancer, Mr. Kelly, is stepping all over 
er feet.” 
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I suspected my words would have a magic effect. Alan’s 
head turned swiftly to the dance-floor. His blue eyes sharpened. 
The same look of eager anticipation that had come to his face 
upon meeting Dot for the first time at our house that noon, lit 
up his countenance. I had sensed immediately from some- 
thing in Dot’s dark eyes and his, that even in those first mo- 
ments they were dreaming of being in each others’ arms. But, 
I had not seriously minded. Alan often kissed other women, 
and even went so far as to tell them he was crazy about them. 
Such things didn’t really mean anything at all. Only the effect 
of too many cocktails, and the fact that almost everybody was 
doing it. That was all. My faith in the idea that I was the 
only woman he really loved had never been touched. 

“C'mon, stay, Polly,” he urged. But, he was looking away 
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from me, following Dot with eyes glowing 
from a false brightness. 

No—Alan. Ill see you in the morn- 
ing. Hope you fool your usual Sunday 
headache—” 

Polly,” he turned on me as swiftly as 
he had swerved about to catch sight of 
Dorothy dancing by. I knew by his face 
that he was going to ask another explana- 
tion of the one thing he couldn't seem to 
understand about me: “How come, honey 
you never be a good feller—sport? The 
—the gang always kiddin’ me in locker 
room ‘bout havin’ such Pilgrim—Puritan 

lil wife. Show ’em up! Stick ‘round 
Flirt with some bird 

\lan, darling, we won't start on that 
old subject now,” I cut in. 

It was deadly in a way. Alan was 
over anxious for me to go in for a “good 
time” and be what he called a “goo 
sport.” He could never shut up on the 
matter, once started, although he knew 
my sentiments better than his own. 

Standing there, wavering a trifle on his 
feet, Alan saw that I was going to stick 
by my guns. But, knowing I was not 
leaving in any spirit of pique, jealousy, or 
envy, he seemed satished for once to 
drop the subject with one last weak little 
shot. “Can't figure you t’all, honey. You 
got Phil, your old sweetie, chasin’ you 
‘round, and you'd think he was just your 
brother. Here comes old Phil after you 
now.” 

“Bye-bye, Scotch Plaid,” I laughed, “Go 
rescue Dot. Have a big time.” 

Alan waved both of his big hands at 
me in a sheepish way, then half-tackled 
Kelly, the atrocious dancer, who was 
making Dorothy painfully aware that she 
possessed feet. Phil came up at that 
moment. He was a tall, slim, dark-eyed. 
handsome boy of twenty-seven. Just 
Alan’s age. Yet he had an older, more 
sophisticated look. Once when I was 
eighteen, I had been very proud of going 
out with twenty year old Phil, with his 
man-of-the-world air. 

“What's all the conference been about ? 
I know you haven't been raking him over 
the coals for the way he and my wife are 
carrying on. You're not the type that 
would, Polly.” 

I don’t mind his little flirtations as 
long as he doesn’t give away to some 
other woman what really belongs to me, 
Phil,” I said. Phil and I had uninten- 
tionally seen Alan and Dorothy kissing 
each other rather intensely before we left 
our house for the club. 

Phil gave me a look as if he understood 
what my statement stood for, then his 
expression changed to a little frown of 
perplexity. “After all, Polly, it is sort of queer-unusual. 1 
mean your being so liberal, broadminded, or whatever you want 
to call it, about letting Alan do those things. Usually a woman 
who does not go in for love affairs herself after marriage is 
mighty narrow.” 

“But, Phil, I’m not narrow. I'm not a little Puritan as they 
say I am. I don’t think it’s wrong for other people to flirt 
Personally I can’t go around kissing, petting, and playing at 
love with men, simply because I think it would cheapen me, in 
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I parted from Phil 
in front of his room. 
It piqued me that he 


didn’t try to kiss me. 


my own mind. It’s not because I think it’s morally wrong. 
And then, there’s another reason. Even stronger.” 
“What's that reason, Polly?” he asked, coming closer. Then 
suddenly, as if he were saying something he had beer. suppress- 
ing for hours, “Gosh, you're beautiful Polly. Ive caught 
myself remembering back five years when I was hoping and 
planning But, there, I didn’t mean to tell you. Please go on, 
tell me what your second reason, is. I’m interes*éd. 

“Ever since I married Alan I've never thought of another 
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Phil was an old flame of mine and he 
said he loved me more than ever. Tet 
he didn’t even squeeze my hand. 


Marrying him seemed to make 
you all seem like brothers—” I stopped short at the way Phil 
had swiftly averted his head. I understood. He was remem- 
bering our sweetheart days, and thinking me cruel to show him 
how utterly he had been wiped out of my memories as a man. 
I was sorry, and, wanted to say something that would make 
him think he was not really included in my classification of all 
men. 

But, he turned back upon me before words came to my lips. 
There was just a flash of cynicism strangely mixed with 


man as a man. Understand? 


41 


challenge in his eyes. “I think I undersiand Vou 
cherish the illusion of the woman who marries in love, 
and continues to love her husband. You've convinced 
yourself that you were born to be just naturally faith- 
ful to one man. You think you are incurably monog- 
amous because you tell yourself you only want to kiss 
your own husband, want only his love-making.”’ 

“That's true. I only want to be kissed by Alan.” 

“Listen, Polly,” and the sophistication of his eyes 
spread to his voice, “a great, great many women like 
yourself cling to the idea that they are incurably 
monogamous because in believing it they shield them- 
selves from temptation. The truth is that you do not 
know you are monogamous until you have proved it 
from experience. You don’t know right now that you 
would not like to kiss a man, me, for instance. You 
only think you would not like to.” 

His words brought something of a shock to me. I 
gasped over my interpretation of his statement. He 
meant that I might enjoy flirting with other men, that 
their kisses might thrill me, that, perhaps, I was missing 
Life, romance, excitement, and glamour because I as- 
sumed I wanted no love-making from anyone except 
my husband.” My mind became confused and all of 
my former physical weariness returned. 

“I’m so fagged, Phil. Will you be a good boy, and 
run me home? You can come right back, and join 
the merry—lovers,” I said, smiling lamely. 

“You bet, Polly. I'd love to. But, I won't come 
back. There won't be anything to interest me after 
you leave.” 

“Phil!” I cried, almost frightened by the serious- 
ness of his tones. ; 

“T mean it, Polly. I’ve never loved you more than 
I do tonight, but, come on, honey, you're dying on your 
feet, and you’ve told me all of us were nothing but 
brothers to you. Are you ready?” he asked, putting 
his arm through mine. 

I nodded, and he led me out into the morning of 
paling stars and waning moon. We sped down the 
white road to my house at a mad pace. We parted in 
front of his room which was next to mine and Alan's. 
Somehow, it piqued me that Phil didn’t even attempt 
to kiss me good night. He'd said he loved me more 
than ever. Yet, not even a squeeze of his hand! 

I got into bed actually aware that things had really 
changed. Fundamentals, I mean. Marriage wasn't 
what it used to be. Ideals were shattered. The bars 
were down. Husbands no longer seemed to want their 
marriages to be sacred things. There was my husband suggest- 
ing that I follow the example of the modern young married 
couple. His own! Alan wanted me to have an affair. Be a 
good sport as he put it. Why? God only knew, unless he just 
wanted me to be considered a “regular fellow’. Phil's words 
came back to me as I realized that at that very moment, Alan 
and pretty Dot were probably making love to each other. Phil 
had insinuated that I might like other men’s attentions in a 
romantic way, that other men’s caresses might thrill me. Had 
I been a blind little fool? There certainly must be something 
to the business of love-making with people other than your own 
husband, or wife. Everybody was doing it, and apparently 
liking it. ‘ 

I bolted up in bed. Jealousy flamed inside of me. Then. 
anger that I had gone on so far without finding out the truth. 
I made decisions, and unmade them. 

At last gray light filtered through the shutters. Shortly 
there was the roar of a car up the drive. Dot, and Alan 
coming home. They whispered for some little time, then 
stumbled up the stairs. I determined to sound him out, and 
tell him I thought we were heading toward trouble. If he 
insisted on going on as we were going, then, I intended to 
prove something for myself. 

“Alan,” I said after he'd gotten [Continued on page 86] 
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Y Buddy had 

rescued me 
under shell fre. I 
owed him my life, but 
when we fell in love 
with the same girl the 
new love threatened 
to destroy a beautiful 
friendship. Then 
grim Fate took a 
hand in the game- 


NE September night, nearly two months after I got 
6) wounded in the wheat fields above Chateau-Thierry, a 
truck dumped me in a little French village behind the 
Saint Mihiel lines where my infantry outfit was billeted await- 


ing battle orders. There wasn’t a light glimmering in the dark 
because German planes were droning overhead. I stood in my 
tracks like a lost person, and tried to decide which way to go to 
find my buddy, Big Sam Sanderson. 

Big Sam had called me Kid from the first day I came to his 
outfit at Toul as a green replacement. Like Sam himself, the 
name had come to mean more to me than mail from home. 

I owed my life to him. He had crawled out through hellish 
machine-gun fire, and carried me back to shelter, first-aid— 
and an ambulance. I had stoed all the torture of bumping down 
the shell-gutted Pairs-Metz Road because I wanted to live, and 
go back, some day, to Big Sam. Now that I was back, at last, 


in Company K’s village, I was eager to be with him once again. 
Not to thank him for saving my neck. He'd never wanted 
any thanks from me. He was too much of the rough and 
ready sort for pretty words. 

Now, don’t get me wrong about my feelings for Big Sam 
Sanderson. There wasn’t any soft-boiled business between us. 
We had just been the best of buddies. Fellows who went 
through it all will get exactly what that means. They'll under- 
stand how I'd come to depend on Sam because he was about 
six years older, almost twice my size, and, to boot, just the 
kind of fellow I’d have followed any place. 

The first time I went over the top as a green replacement 
with K Company, Big Sam was next to me. He said the right 
things to me in that gray dawn as we waited for the order to 
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what I did, an’ I don’t want no thanks 
for nothin’. Savvy?” 

American voices suddenly sounded 
behind me. I turned and asked 
where Big Sam was billeted. One 
of the voices directed me to the 
Second Platoon’s barn, saying: that 
Sergeant Sanderson was supposed to 
be there. 

“Gee! that’s great. So Sam’s a 
sergeant now? Well, he oughta been 
one all the time,” I cut in. 

“Yeah, he’s a three striper now,” 
said the speaker “But, hells 
bells, you'll never find him ‘round the 
platoon’s billet. Old Sam’s gone and 
fell for a pretty Frog jane named 
Yvonne, down the road. Course, he 
can’t parley voo this crazy Frog talk, 
but, he’s sure usin’ the sign language 
to beat all hell. Nobody ever heard 
of him goin’ soft on a skirt before, 
but he’s so busy courtin’ now he ain’t 
got time to salute the Cap’n, or even 
sign the pay-roll.” 

“You mean Big Sam’s in love with 
a French mam’selle?” I asked, afraid 
of what the answer would be, yet feel- 
ing that I must know what to expect. 
If Sam had fallen in love with a girl 
it meant he’d forgotten all about 
me. Then what the devil was the 
use of looking for him? 

“You said it, buddy,” returned the 
soldier. “He’s took the count for 
Yvonne.” 

Standing there in the September 
dark I suddenly began to hate the 
girl named Yvonne. I felt that she 
had come between my buddy, Sam 
Sanderson, and myself. It was a bit- 
ter feeling. After two months of suf- 
fering in a hospital, looking forward 
to going back to Sam, I had found 
out that my buddy was head over 
heels in love. Would he be too busy 
with Yvonne to remain my buddy? 

I found the barn easily enough. 
and as I opened the door there was 
my buddy. He stopped in his tracks, 
and stared at me as if I were a 

ghost. I just stayed where I was, 

Yvonne, oh, Yvonne, r. and looked back at him through the 
I half sobbed with my jumpy candle-light, unable to make 
arms around her. ~Rob- oan : d a move, or a sound until he started 
ert, my sweetheart!” she for me. saying : 
cried. Sam Sanderson SS 4 i “Holy Cripes, Kid. is it really you. 
stood looking at us and I : 2 f or am I seein’ things?” 
felt as if I had driven my _ “a “It’s me all right, Sergeant,” 1 
bayonet through his chest. , managed to say as I- saw his big 
hand shooting out. 

“Come on over here nearer the 
walk into German fire. He did the right things to calm some light, lemme see if they treated you 
of that awful terror a fellow feels the first time in battle. After O. K. at the hospital,” he said, catch- 
it was all over I had tried to thank him, but the big dough-boy ing my hand, and halt-pulling me over to a deserted corner 
had shut me up with: “Say, Kid, I know I’m a roughneck. an’ where a candle was burning on a barrel. 
you're one of them boys that run away from college to be a After looking me up and down he started shaking his head: 
sojer. I know we'd have passed each other up like two blind ‘You never had any business leavin’ that hospital. Why, Kid, 
guys back home. But this old war's got a way of shovin’ fel- you're white as a sheet, and ten pounds off.” 
lows together an’ makin’ ‘em buddies. That’s the answer to “I know it. but I couldn't stand the place any longer,” T 
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cut in, shuddering over my memories of the hospital smells, 
and the way the newly wounded fellows groaned, and carried 
on. But, such things were only half the reason why I'd left 
the hospital before I was really fit for duty. I had left because 
I wanted to be with Sam as much as for the other reason. 
“Gee! I hope you never have to go to an Army hospital, 
Sergeant.” 

“Can that Sergeant noise, Kid. I’m just Sam when we're 
away from that gang,” he said in a low voice, nodding his head 
towards the others. “You know I never did want any stripes,” 
Sam went on showing his chevrons, “but, so many non-coms 
got hit between Torcy and Sergy Plateau that some of us had 
to take the jobs.” 

“You should’ve been a sergeant long ago, Sam,” I answered, 
all the old admiration for my buddy in my voice, all the old 
feelings for him gripping me just because he was still the big, 
fine old Sam Sanderson who'd taken me under his wing, and 
made the rough places seem easier. Hope suddenly swelled 
my heart. Maybe, after all, Sam’s being in love with a French 
girl wouldn’t cut any ice with our friendship. 


UT, a swift motion of his left wrist, and the sound of his 
voice dashed my sudden hopes to the ground. “Holy 

Cripes!”’ he blurted, frowning at his wrist watch, “It’s nine 
o'clock already, and I gotta a date with say, Kid, I forgot 
to tell you, I gotta a sweetie down the road. She’s—she’s—” 
Big Sam’s voice wavered, “Gosh! Kid, she’s so pretty and 
sweet that sometimes I clean forget I’m in the Army, and that 
there’s a war goin’ on,” he finished. 

“Don't let me keep you, Sam.” 

“Now, don’t get me wrong. I was mighty glad to see you 
Kid, only you know how it is. When a feller’s in love——” 

“Think I'll be assigned back to your platoon, Sam?” I broke 
in. I didn’t like to hear him telling me about his being in 
love. I guess it was some kind of strange jealousy. A fellow 
can get that way when he sees a girl 
taking away his best friend. I began 
to hate that girl Yvonne more and more. 

“Sure! Ill take care of that,” he 
said, and just then he saw me trying to 
lift my pack. I hadn’t had any real 
food since morning. The pack seemed 
heavier than a load of bricks. Big Sam 
snatched it out of my 
hands. ‘Look here, Kid 
you ain't in shape to 
stand the gaff of duty. 
You aint got heft 
enough. First thing you 
know, you'll be back in 


Somehow, because he was my buddy, I guess, 1 got Sam up in my arms and staggered off. 
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What you need is a lotta rest, 
When's the last time you put 


one of them stinky hospitals. 
milk, eggs, and stuff like that. 
on the feed bags?” 

“T had some canned willy and hard-tack for lunch. We didn’t 
have a chance to stop for anything else.” 

“Embalmed mule’s a fine dish for a guy in your fix. Say, 
Yvonne and her ma’s throwin’ a feed together for me tonight. 
You come on with me. They'll hand you out a meal. And, 
then, mebbe I can figure some way to put some real heft on 
you,” he said, swinging my pack to his shoulder. 


| MIGHT have been broad daylight so far as Sam was con- 
cerned. He led me through the darkened village at a fast 
clip, saying it would be best to get away before bumping into 
an officer, or the top-sergeant. “I’m not goin’ to report you 
back for duty, Kid. I gotta a scheme that may work. We'll 
see after we get down to Yvonne’s. Gee, I’m glad you can 
parley voo this fool lingo. I’m *bout worn out makin’ love to 
Yvonne by signs,” he half-laughed. Then, “Gosh, it’s funny 
‘bout this love business. I can’t parley Fransay, and she can’t 
savvy American. But, then I guess a deaf and dumb, and 
blind couple’d know it if they met, and fell in love.” 

We walked on in silence after that until Sam told me to fol- 
low him to the left. The deeper dark of the woods swallowed 
us, for we had taken what was only a path. “The first time 
I kissed her was three nights ago on this path. She walked as 
far as the road with me. Holy Cripes, Kid, but she’s the darb!” 

A light suddenly glimmered through the shadowy woods. 
Big Sam began to whistle, and his pace increased. There was 
the sound of an opening door, and a square of gold danced 
through the night. Then there was music in the air, the music 
of a girl’s voice calling a man. I drew my breath in sharply. 

“T’m comin’ honey,” shouted Sam, breaking into a run to- 
ward that square of dancing gold which had become the back- 
ground for a slim form. 

I did not run after Sam. I knew with a certain feeling of 
pain that he had forgotten I was behind him. The 
music of Yvonne's call had made him oblivious of 
everything, and everybody except herself. It would 
always be that way. I began to wish I had stayed 

back in the village. 

But, the next moment my wish 
melted mysteriously into the 
golden square of dancing light 
that framed the most _beauti- 
ful girl I had ever seen any- 
where, the girl I had already made 
up my mind to hate. I will never 
be able to really tell you just how 
I felt as Big Sam introduced us, 
and her face lighted over my use 
of French. But, I can tell you 
what it was that made me 
strangely glad that I 
had come, although 
it was a guilty sort 
of gladness from the 
first. It was the 
warm, dreamy light 
in her dark eyes. 

She bowed us into 
a great room where 
her mother welcomed 
us. When Yvonne 
shut the door, she 
stood gazing dreamily 
into the flames leap- 
ing in the open fire- 
place. I had an un- 
accountable _ feeling 
then that she did not 
love my buddy. Some- 
how, he had made a . 
terrible mistake. And, 
an awful sort of fear 
came over me. 

Sam got me to ask 
if there was enough 
supper for one extra. 


& 
Z 
~ 
<A 
4 
f 
‘ 
% 


Yvonne was sitting on the front steps 

Standing a little way from her I told her: 

“TI thought I loved you, Yvonne. But I was 

mistaken. There's a girl back home. You 
and I can only be friends.” 


Yvonne smiled in her sweet, wistful way over my question, say- 
ing that there was always enough for one more, especially Ser- 
geant Sam's comrade. I thanked her, and relayed the word 
to him. 

“There you are! I knew that’d be her answer. She and her 
ma are honest-to-God white people, Kid. Her old man was 
knocked off in 1914. Guess they got soft spots for sojers. 
Beauty, eh? You can’t blame me for takin’ a hard tumble 
there, can you, Kid?” 

“She’s the most beautiful girl I ever saw, Sam,” I blurted 
out before I could check myself. Sam’s face lighted in the 
dancing candle glow. But my cheeks flamed, and my sense of 
guilt deepened when he said he was glad I thought so 
“The outfit’s been kiddin’ hell outa me ‘cause they know I 
ain’t ever taken the count from a jane before. But I don’t give a 
hoop what they say. She’s a wonder and Kid, it’s a fine war 
when you're in love like me. Hell’s bells if anything happened 
to me and Yvonne, everything’d go blooey bust, toot sweet— 
wouldn’t it, sweetie?” he asked, turning to the girl and put a 
big arm around her slim waist. 

Yvonne smiled up at him, but almost immediately looked 
at me in such a way that I felt awfully uncomfortable, and 
self-conscious. I was glad Sam was too busy looking at her 
to notice the way I fidgeted before her glance. From that 
moment on I felt under a great strain every time she spoke, 
and every time my eyes strayed over her blue-black hair and 


red little bow of a mouth, for I was already secretly coveting 


the girl my buddy loved. Of course, I condemned myself. I 
realized it wasn’t right, and I honestly tried to deny her appeal, 


but there was something about Yvonne Gambeau’s soft musical 
voice, soulful eyes, and her wistfully beautiful face that kept 
me from commanding myself. I wonder if it isn’t always 


that way when love comes? We struggle against it, if it is 


wrong for us to love, but in the end we are not strong enough. 

Supper was almost over when Big Sam, his honest eyes still 
devouring Yvonne, outlined his scheme to keep me from duty. 
He proposed secretly billeting me at some isolated French 
farmhouse until I got my strength back fully. 

“Mebbe, Yvonhe and her ma know of such a place. Ask 
he said. 

I told the two women about myself in a few words. An in- 
describable thrill ran through me as Yvonne, her eyes and 
voice brimming with tenderness, suggested to Madame Gam- 
beau that they billet me. Fire suddenly burned in my face, 
and I looked at Sam half-afraid he’d noticed how my cheeks 
were flaming, or that he could hear the mad pounding of my 
excited heart. But, my buddy's eyes were still busy with his 
sweetheart. Yvonne’s mother turned to me saying they had a 
spare room upstairs, and would be happy to have me. I made 
some lame remarks to the effect that I did not want to incon- 
venience them. In reality I was [Continued on page 132| 
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OR years Lihan Lauferty read thousands of letters from people who were troubled with problems of love 
Hundreds of these letters were from married folks. They did not tell of happy marriages, because happy 
married people seldom write their stories. Miss Lauferty saved many homes through her kindly advice to for- 
give and forbear. Seeing and hearing all she did about the troubles of marriage, it is no wonder that she swore: 
No wedded life for me. I'll be wise. I'll stay single.” Yet she did marry. Her husband is James Wolfe, the 
distinguished singer, a member of the Metropolitan Opera Company. Two careers im one home! Enough to 
start trouble in itself. But read Miss Lauferty’s own story of why she finally married im the face of all she knew 
against marriage. More important, read how her marriage 1s turning out. 
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In pite of All I heard Against Marriage 


Look (hance 


is a very well-known opera singer. 
I have always been a jingo and 


Fie: ten years I was known as J . 
the world’s greatest authority on fe : 
heart-trouble. My profession was By 141an au fer ty have never had any use for foreigners. 


not medicine; it was giving advice to 
the love-sick. 

One million people have informed 
me that love is an illusion, romance 
a snare and marriage the grand finale 
to any hope of “living happy ever 
after.” 

There was no reason why people with a few kind words 
to say for love and marriage should address them to 
me. It was my business to listen to other people’s troubles. 
So in the past ten years I have heard practically everything 
that can be said against marriage. 

I used to feel as old as the world and as wise as the Sphinx 
as I sat and read letters in which women of forty-odd asked 
one of twenty-odd to give them her best motherly advice. 
Everyone wrote to prove that love is a curse and to ask how 
to get more of it. Most of my correspondents made out fairly 
clear cases for their dissatisfaction with the institution that 
safeguards the inheritance laws and 
seems to make “Home” synonymous 
with “Hell.” 

If he who runs may read, you'd 
suppose that she who reads would 
have sense enough to run. Certainly 
I had plenty of warning. I can never 
say that they failed to tell me mar- 
riage is another word for misery. 

Then one sunny October day in 
1924, I let myself be draped in a 
white satin dress and a trailing lace 
veil with orange blossoms. And I 
marched down a flowery aisle to the 
immemorial tune: “Here comes the 
bride.” 

When I walked to the innocent 
looking bower of white chrysanthe- 
mums under which I was to plight my 
troth, I marched past more “Stop, 
Look and Listen” signals than any 
other woman in the world has ever 
ignored. So as my father cheerfully 
informed me, if my marriage is a fail- 
ure, I'll have only myself to blame. 

In the past I have heard about all 
there is to say against marriage. Five 
years ago I wrote a widely circulated 
article called, “What's the Matter with 
Matrimony?” .. . As far as my mil- 
lion correspondents had given me to 
understand, everything is the matter 
with it. As I near the end of three 


Noted Writer and -Authority 
on Heart Problems 


Underwood ond Underwood Copyright 


He is a cosmopolitan and used to be- 
lieve that all American women were 
inclined to insist on being queens in 
an otherwise pleasant democracy. 

My husband is a Russian. I am a 
Hoosier. He laughs at trouble and 
turns his back on it. I sit down 
and try for conclusions with all problems. He speaks six 
languages and numerous Czecho-Slovakian variations of one 
of them. I know just one tongue—my native American, 
and love every word of it. 

Dancing is my pet diversion, and I like it trimmed with 
wailing jazz, dim lights and exotic surroundings. My husband's 
idea of a good time concerns itself with a speedy car and 
an open road . . . At least that is how it all was in 1924— 
say about October first. 

During the year of our wooing, it appeared that my fiance— 
or near-fiance—was a restless soul who must ever be going on 
to somewhere else. To save money, I 
developed an insatiable desire for the 
movies which offered the change and 
variety he craved. We had been mar- 
ried six months when we discovered 
that each of us had been going nobly 
through weary evenings, lighted only 
by the conviction that the other one 
was having a good time. We love 
good motion pictures now, but we 
came by this taste through sacrifice 
and ennui. For each of us went to 
please the other, and neither of us 
wanted to go at all. 

We didn’t understand each other 
in the least when we met at the altar 
and vowed a lot of things about which 
we were equally vague. 

Our honeymoon was one long 
quarrel . . . If I hadn't forgotten my 
purse, I’m sure I’d have run home 
to my quiet single-blessedness on the 
third night of our wedding-trip. My 
marriage has knocked all my pet 
theories about the “sort of man with 
= I'd fall in love” into a cocked- 

If ever during the period when I 
was earnestly, honestly and to the 
best of my ability advising the world 
how to conduct its love affairs, any- 
one had asked me how many chances 
of happiness I thought there were for 
marriage like ours, I know quite well 


years of personal investigation I am co. 
prepared to say a few words at first- what the answer would have been. 
hod One sunny October day I let myself “None. None at all, my dear. Fm 


There never were two people less 
suited to each other than we. My 
husband hated professional women. I 
scorned artists. 1 am a writer. He 


be draped in white satin and a trail- 

ing lace veil with orange blossoms and 

I heard the immemorial tune, “Here 
Comes the Bride.” 


sorry, but it won’t work. It can’t.” 
No indeed. No honest adviser of 

youth would ever recommend a mar- 

riage like [Continued on page 139) 
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ldn't 
his ai d / 
wouldnt pet. 
It wasn't prua- 
ery, not 
in the least cold. 
| was incur- 
ably rOmMANLIC. 
That's wh yl 
tricked theman 
loved into 
proposing tome. 
But a guilty 
conscience 
spoiled what 
should have 
heen the happ!- 
est hour of my 
life, until— 


OTHER died four vears after dad did so I was alone 
M in the world except for mother’s sister, Aunt Ella. 
4 Dad had very little money, but as we had lived in a 
small town in Maine where things were much cheaper than in 
the larger cities, somehow we had made out. Mother was very 
clever with her needle and despite the struggle, she had man- 
aged to have me better educated than most of my friends. 
Among other things I had learned stenography and type- 


writing, so that I was able to make a living. I secured a job 
with a local merchant and my salary helped things a lot during 
mother’s last illness. 

I can’t write much about that. Every girl loves her mother, 
but perhaps I loved mine even a little better than most. I 
didn’t begin to recover from my great loss for quite a while 
after I had moved to New York and was living with Aunt 
Ella, who had a small income of her own. 
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My most cherished possession was 
an old-fashioned ring which mother had 
always worn. The ring wasn't a bit valuable, even though it 
was set with some tiny diamonds, but I would not have sold 
it for a thousand dollars. It seemed to bring mother back. 

I really was a good stenographer, so before I had been with 
Aunt Ella long, I secured a job with a firm of wool importers 
on Fourth Avenue. This was quite close to where Aunt Ella 


Vincent Olney looked at me 
and I looked at him and 
something told me that at 
last I had met the one man. 


lived, on Seventeenth Street, East of Second Avenue, so that 
I was able to escape the subway crush by walking to work and 
back. 
It was just after my twentieth birthday that I met Vincent 
Olney, and that was the biggest thing that had ever happened 
to me. ‘ 

Before that, of course, I had had beaux. They told me I was 
pretty, and I was rather vain of my good looks. I have dark 
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hair and blue eyes, and these boys used to tell me I was 
“cute,” not that they meant much to me. None of my ad- 
mirers lasted very long with me, and more than one of them 
complained of the same thing 

1 wouldn't be kissed or petted! 

That was my trouble. It wasn’t prudery 
least cold, but I was incurably romantic 

“Why don’t you let a fellow kiss you once in a while?” 
Clara Knox asked me several times. Clara worked for the same 
firm I did. She was a year or two older than I and quite 
pretty, and we were great chums. “It doesn’t do you any 
harm, does it?” 

“No, I suppose not,” I assented doubtfully 

“And no fellow is going to take you out much if he can't 
even get a kiss,” Clara went on. “Why, you can’t blame them! 
A kiss means a whole lot more to a boy, than it does to most 
girls, and it stands to reason they get fed up pretty quick with 
a girl who won't even give them a kiss to say thank you for 
an evening out! I don’t say that a self-respecting girl should 
let them get—oh, sort of too fresh—but she can draw a line 
between that and being an icicle, you know.” 

‘But I'm not an icicle,” I confessed, ““only—only—.” 

“Only what?” she asked sharply. 

“One day,” I confided in her, “I'm going to meet the one 
man. I know it! I sort of feel it. And when I do, 1 want 
him to be the very first one to kiss me. These boys I know 
are nice enough in their way, but they aren’t the one man. 
Even if it means being unpopular, Clara, I'm going to keep 
my kisses for him.” 

“Trouble with you,” 


I was not in the 


Clara sniffed, “is that you are about 

fifty years behind the times. What's it matter if you do give 

a kiss now and again, if it stops at that? It won't keep you 

from meeting this one man you're waiting for, will it?” 
“Wouldn't be the same thing,” I 

told her, and what's more, I stuck to 


welcome, for at that moment a man was entering the studio 
He looked at me and‘I at him, and something inside me told 
me that at last I had met the one man! 

He was tall, but not too tall. He was what I would call an 
outdoor man,” for his face was a little bronzed, and he had 
wonderful shoulders and held himself well. He had fair hair, 
smoothed back from a broad forehead and his smile lighted 
up his good-looking face. There was about him a certain 
polished air that made me realize that he was accustomed 
to going about a great deal. Though he was so good-looking, I 
knew instinctively that he was not an actor. He had none of 
the mannerisms of one. I decided that he was the best type of 
a clean-cut young American business man 

He came straight over to where his host was standing by me, 
and placed a friendly arm around the artist's shoulders. He 
stood there, still smiling down at me, as he said 

“How are you, Bob, old man? As usual, I see you have all 
the prettiest girls in New York! That’s what comes of being 
an artist instead of a poor devil of an automobile salesman! 
Suppose you introduce me,” and he was looking directly at 
me 

I know my heart was beating wildly as Bob Eames made the 
introduction and | learned that the man who had so fascinated 
me was Vincent Olney 

Somebody put a dance record on the phonograph, and Vin- 
cent held out his hands to me. He didn't say a word, but we 
danced off together as though we had known each other all 
our lives. Later, I learned that this was one of Vincent’s 
chief charms: he could always waive aside any formalities and 
establish relationships as though he had known the person he 
had just met for years 

And he danced superbly, so easily and yet with such perfect 
assurance, as lightly as a cloud before a summer breeze. 

“Suppose,” he said, when the rec- 
ord was finished, ‘we go and sit over 
there on that couch in the corner, 


it 

In this attitude, I had Aunt Ella's 
support. She was a widow, and she 
had never looked at any other man 
than the one she had married. 


“Don't let anyone else take the 
bloom from you, my dear,” Aunt 
Ella had advised me. “Just wait 


and ‘Mr. Right’ will come along be- 
fore you know it! I never regretted 
waiting for John, and sure enough, 
he came into my life when I was 
least expecting it.” 

Then one Saturday morning, just 
after I had come out of the boss’s 
room where I had been taking dicta- 
tion, Clara rushed up to me. 

What are you doing tonight?” 
she asked me. 

“Not a thing,” I told her. 

‘Well, the other evening, I met a go 
fellow by the name of Bob Eames.” ; 


my way. 


A True Story in Fifty 
Words 


HE guard was closing the 
gates when a woman got in 
“Can't you watch 
where you're going? 
made me miss my train.” She 
looked up. Her eyes held ages of 
suffering. “I’m sorry,” she said. 
‘But there are more trains and 


YOU have SOME PLACE to 


— girl I've seen for a long time. 


and tell each other things.” 

I followed him to the place he had 
indicated, and he sat down beside me, 
giving me all his attention as though 
there were nobody else in the room. 

“Let’s cut formality,” he began. 
“You know my name, Vincent Olney. 
Suppose you begin by calling me 
‘Vincent.. You will, anyway, in a 
week or so, and I hate conventions, 
Mildred! You see I call you that 
instead of wasting time and _ begin- 
ning by calling you ‘Miss Tremaine.’ 
You don’t mind, do you?” 

“Not in this case!” I smiled at 
him. 

“Gee!” he enthused. “TI tell the 
truth most of the time, you know, 
or you will know it before long, and 
it’s the truth that you're the prettiest 
That 
black hair with*those blue eyes, is it 


You've 


she said all excited. “He's a com- 
mercial artist and makes a lot of 
money doing advertisements. Has a 
regular studio on Sixty-sixth Street 
and he phoned me just now. He's 


Do you know a true story 
that you can tell in fifty 
words? Smart Set will pay 
$5.00 for each one accepted. 


dyed?” 

“Not yet!” I laughed. 

Working girl, home girl, or one of 
the idle rich,” he asked with that 
charming directness which won him 


got a studio party on tonight and he’s 
invited me and asked me to bring any 


so many friends. 
“Working,” I answered. “Stenog- 


girl friend I care to. Want to go 
along? Think of it! A studio! 
Bound to be carloads of fun!” 

I had never been in an artist’s studio, and I accepted eagerly 
enough, little guessing what that evening was going to bring 
into my life 

Clara called for me about eight and we went uptown together 
in the subway, shuttling over to the West Side at Times Square. 
I had on a new dress of silver lace that Aunt Ella and I had 
made together. Then I had on a new pair of pumps and 
altogether I was feeling rather pleased with myself. 

I was quite thrilled when I entered the studio, a big room 
in which about a dozen people had already gathered. Clara 
introduced me to Bob Eames, a short, rather stout man, with 
twinkling eyes. 

But I hardly noticed him, was hardly able to reply to his 


rapher.” I went on to explain how 
I lived with Aunt Ella. 

“T sell automobiles for a living,” he told me. ‘Shan’t always, 
but it does for the time. Need capital, then I'll have a garage 
of my own. Lots of money in a garage. As it is, I’m a fool. 
I clean up an average of about seventy-five a week, and I 
never save a nickel out of it. I live all alone in a bachelor 
apartment over here on West Seventy-third Street, and it takes 
all I make just to keep going. But you are engaged! I might 
have known that anybody as pretty wouldn’t be free!” 

“As a matter of fact, I’m not,” I said. “What makes you 
think so?” 

He took my left hand in his and pointed to my mother’s 
ring on the third finger 


“That's the only finger it really fits.” I explained how much 
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As | came out of the elevator, a man grabbed me by the arm. It was Vincent. 
His face was white. “You can't play with me like that, little girl,” he said, “I 
love you and you love me.” I managed to smile but my heart was breaking. 


I valued it, and why, and he listened understandingly. “You are an old-fashioned girl, aren't you?” Vincent said 
Soon afterwards, Bob Eames came up to us with a tray as he helped himself to one. 
loaded with cocktails. I refused one simply because I don’t ‘Don’t like them,” I said. “That’s the only reason I 


like the taste of them. smoke now and then if I feel in the | Continued on page 128] 
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will ever come to me 


vA cannot think that there 


again the love that I ex- 
perienced for four years and 
more. I may be wrong. I 
am still young and men con- 
tinue to find me attractive. 
But if I am wrong, if love 
should come into my life 
again—what must be my 
course? Am I to blot out 
my past at whatever cost? 


Can I risk building my hap- 


I 
piness on a sertes of ltes? 
‘ a 
( 
b 
t 
fl 
* HAVE little fear that my past will be misunderstood. 0 
: | A man with a past may have gone astray in one or i 
more of a hundred different ways, or may merely have 
some mystery about him, but to speak of a woman as Oo 
having a past is to mean but one thing; it is to impugn u 
7 her chastity. The woman with a past is forever Magdalene. i 
ae This, then, is my story. As little more than a child b 
See @=6rmyself I became the unmarried mother of a child. That D 
«simple fact has colored all my life. 
> oe I spent my childhood in a manufacturing town near n 
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. My parents were by no means fe 
: aa well-off, but they were decent, independent and proud, h 
like most of their class. I had that fair education which 
Ph St is open to every boy and girl and I might readily have h 
Re had a better if I had shown any desire for it. But I was 
me: 5 eager to be through with school and be out in the world. * 
. About me were hundreds of girls little older than myself : 
who seemed to be free and independent, tremendously 
grown-up because they were earning their living in one or di 
another of the factories that were peppered about the tk 
town. According to the law I should have been held at la 
school until after my fourteenth birthday, but as a fact th 
I managed to get to work rather under that age. ~ ki 
The town where I lived and worked is said to be one of fc 
the most immoral in the country. I cannot say how much ur 
justification there is for the charge, because I have had m 
few opportunities of making comparison, but I do know pl 
that many of the workers, both men and women, with m 
whom I came in contact in those early days had a frank- m 
ness of speech and a coarseness of humor that I now un- m 
Women whom I had every derstand was appalling. Now-a-days I cannot think 
right to despise, sneered at with any serenity of a child such as I was at fourteen, w 
and insulted me in the pub- being placed in such an environment, but after the first to 
lic street. shame-faced qualms of modesty, I became used to the di 
w 


ribaldry of my elders in the factory. I searched in secret for 
the meaning of things in their conversations which remained 
obscure to me. I was ashamed to confess my ignorance of 
what seemed to be common knowledge even to girls of my own 
age. I knew that ridicule would probably be my portion, if I 
did. By the time I was sixteen years of age I must have ap- 
peared the most knowing and brazen of unfortunate children, 
but as a matter of fact my real knowledge was absolutely nil. 

I was sixteen when I became the victim of a young man of 
the town. He was in a better social position than I, and I was 
flattered by his attentions. He was good-looking, ten years 
older than I, and I imagined that I was in love with him. My 
parents were strict, and I had to meet him in secret. I was 
warned against my lover, but I laughed at the warnings. I had 
often heard that some men were dangerous to girls, but in my 
ignorance the thought of danger only thrilled me. I looked on 
it in the same way as I looked on cycling full speed down the 
big hill in the town, which was said to be a death trap. I would 
not be warned. 

After a bewildering episode, the sheer brutality of which left 
me bruised of body and soul, there came to me long months of 
fear and quaking. I was degraded among my friends—just 
how I could not understand—and I had disgraced my family. 
My lover no longer sought me out, but if he had I would have 
hid from him. I hated and feared him. 


HEN one day they told me I was going to be a mother. I 
hardly knew what it meant, and I was miserable with shame. 
The one beautiful thing that I remember of that time of 
disgrace and misery is the lovely kindness of my father. He was 
the strictest of men, and visited the childish offenses of his 
large family with the harshest punishment. Often I had felt 
the weight of his hand myself, but in my trouble he was the 
kindest and sweetest father a girl ever had. He had no blame 
for me, but his resentment against the man was deep. I was 
under what is known as “the age of consent,” and the young 
man who had betrayed me stood in peril of a serious criminal! 
prosecution. Without consulting my feelings in the matter. 
my father used this fact to frighten my lover into wanting io 
marry me. I heard nothing of it until my father came and told 
me to be ready to marry in a day or two. 
Here I found food for a new and awful terror. I did not 
want to see the man again, and it seemed as if I were about 


to be forced into living with him forever. I hated him, and 
dreaded a repetition of his bruialiiy. I shivered with fear the 
whole of the ensuing night ar | next day. And then my 


hat 


My life became a burden 
to me but gradually I 
acquired the appearance 
of a hardihood I did not 
feel and became indiffer- 
ent to the sneers af my 


former friends. 


father, forgetting his 
own desire that his 
grandchild should be 
legitimate, said I did 
not need to marry 
unless I really wanted 
to. My boy was 
born out of wedlock, 
and has never seen 
his father. 

After my baby 
came, my life was 
made a burden to me 
by the sneers of the 
people in the town. 
| have had the foulest 
names thrown at me 
in the street by wom- 
en I had. every right 
to despise. I was des- 
perate, but in self- 
defense I gradually 
acquired the appear- 
ance of a hardihood 
that I was far from 
feeling. 

About a year after 
the birth of my child 
I met a man who 
seemed to have more 
understanding than 
the average. He 
soothed my heartache. 
He asked me to run 
away with him to an- 
other state and be 
married there. In 
the end he persuaded 
me, and I went with 
him as far as the 
state line but then 
my fear of the un- 
known and the dread 
of men got the bet- 
ter of my res- [ Con- 
tinued on page 88] 
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AD / the 

rage LO 
close the gates of 
Paradise in my 
own face? Could 
, for the sake of 
Aer happiness, give 
up the girl I loved? 
With rhe thing / 
had wanted all my 
life within my 
grasp could I still 


play the game? 


YUPPOSE you had wanted something all your life; sup- 
pose alter weary years of search you found what you 
were seeking; then suppose Fate, or Conscience, or some 

Vast Power outside of yourself told you to open your hand 
ind let the pearl slip from your grasp. What would you do? 
What did I do? 

This is my story. 

I remember more vividly than any event of my life my 
first meeting with Myrtle Angell. JI did not know her name 
but when I found out what it was I was not surprised. That 


Was my first impression of her, that she was an angel indeed. 


She was the new girl who had come to assist with the book- 
keeping in the hospital office. I had sat down at the desk to 
look up one of my cases in the card index. The head clerk 
was out and rather than wait for her I had taken the drawer 
from the cabinet myself and was looking for the card | 
wanted when I heard a voi »y shoulder. 

I looked up and I saw and brown eyes, into which 
one looked as through a ing out from some moun- 
tain cave, where one caug mile upon mile of incom- 
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parable, incomprehensible, inexhaustible beauty. If one stood 
searching for a hundred years one could not begin to see and 
understand the beauty that was there. 

When she spoke it was almost with the lisp of the nursery. 
There was a timidity, a hesitance, a worship of all good 
things in her voice that matched perfectly the worship of 
her eyes. 

In thought, when I saw and heard I fell on my knees and 
worshipped her, although she was only a child and I was a 
married man much older than she. 


I heard a woice at my 
shoulder and I looked up 
and saw Myrtle Angell for 
the first time. I saw brown 
hair and brown eyes and 
incomparable beauty . . . 
There was worship of all 
good things in her voice that 
matched perfectly the wor- 
ship in her eyes. 


The next event that stands out in this 
story of my life occurred some six weeks 
after our first meeting. 

“Doctor,” she said. “I want to learn 
something about psycho-analysis. Tell 
me a good book to read.” 

She knew nothing of this new science 
and one thing about it I was sure she 
did not know, and that is if one offers 


oneself for treatment there is almost 
sure to come a moment when the love 
ardor of the patient is directed toward 
the analyst. 

I loved my wife, but ours had been a 
friendly, rather than a romantic mar- 
riage. A sensible, pleasant marriage, but 
a marriage that had nothing whatever to 
do with the dreams which I had tried to 
abandon for the insistent realities about 
which my science is so dogmatic. 

There were rough waters ahead, I 
knew, for there was a husky boy about, 
who often called for her at the hospital. 
He obviously loved her, and she was 
just as clearly not indifferent to him, 
and here she was asking the first fatal 
question: 

“Tell me about psycho-analysis, doctor. 
What books shall I read?” 

“Well, Miss Angell,” I said, “I’m not 
sure I’d advise you to read any book 
about it. If there’s any person in the 
world who doesn’t need psycho-analysis 
I’m sure it’s you.” 

“Why?” she insisted. 

She was working overtime, checking up 
and rearranging the card indexes. We were alone. It was a 
winter night. Outside was ice and cheerlessness and the on- 
coming dark; inside was warmth, comfort, light—and she. 

“Well, you see,’ I said in my best professional tones, “you 
see psycho-analysis is for unhappy people and I think you are 
about the happiest person I know.” 

She smiled more gloriously than ever at that. 

“But would psycho-analysis make me unhappy?” she asked. 
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How little she knew the significance of what she was saying. 

“I don’t know,” I said gravely. “It might. Come and let's 
sit down here, and I'll try to tell you what I mean. Maybe 
when I tell you, you won't want to read any of those books.” 

She left her desk with a bright laugh and sat down alongside 
me on the plain wooden settee. The office was very quiet. It 
was almost impossible for me not to reach out and take her 
hand. I knew she would not have minded. I was almost old 
enough to be her father. 

She had asked me to become her adviser so I faced about 
and looked squarely at her. “If I were you I’d let it alone,” 
I said. “You, of all people in the world, don’t need it. You 
specialize in surgery if you want to, or keep special track of 
the children’s cases, but leave this business of healing mind 
and nerve wounds to old fogies like me.” 


HELD out my hand and she took it, absently. 

I thought I was trying to play a fair game but had my 
subconscious self tricked me into the worst kind of a fool? 
Had I forgotten womanly curiosity? Had I forgotten the old 
story about the one tree from which Adam and Eve must 
not eat? 

At any rate she had asked my advice and I had tried to 
tell her what I believed to be the truth. If she was deter- 
mined to dig down into those forgotten mysteries it should 
not be at my direction. 

She stood looking down at the floor. There was a strange 
look in her eyes. She had been fascinated by these hints of a 
forbidden world. Was I the snake who had done it? 

The room was awesomely still. 1 could have taken her in 
my arms and no ope would know. I knew then what I had 
only suspected before, that there was some subtle tie between 
us. I seemed to know that if I should take possession of her 
then and here she would not resent it, but I would keep on at 
least a little longer trying to play the game 

“Well,” I laughed, “aren’t you going to shake hands with 
me? Come back. You seem to be far away.” 

Then her eyes found my face. her fingers tightened about 
mine and her laughter echoed through the silent. dim-lit place 

“Yes, I was thinking about something else,” she said. “Good 
night, doctor, you are very good, and I thank you very much.” 

She had said I was very good! 

But she did not say whether or not she would find and read 
the books. 

Of course she did find them. Of course she did read them, 
and of course they troubled her. 

The glory slipped out of her eyes. The laughter on her lips 
was less frequent. I began to notice that Harry did not call 
for her quite so regularly. 


NE warm spring afternoon she knocked at my office door 
just as I had dismissed the last patient and asked if she 
could come in. 

She tried to laugh, but it was not the light laughter we all 
loved 

“Doctor,” she said, taking the chair to which I pointed 
“I'm not exactly sick, but I'd like to talk with you. I haven't 
been sleeping well lately, and I have such funny dreams. | 
wonder if you wouldn't analyze some of them for me.” 

The Pearl of Great Price was in my hand. 

But I would play the game. 

“Why, Miss Angell,” I said. “I'd do anything in the world 
to help you. But you remember I said last winter that this is 
a funny business we new-fangled fellows are working with. 
We can’t always tell how things will jump. And it has been 
found to be better not to let good friends work at the treat- 
ment together. Like surgery, don’t you know?” I tried to 
laugh naturally. “A friend does not like to operate on a 
friend; a relative on a relative.” I hesitated. “You see he 
cares too much.” I thought this was the way to play the 
game, but was I saying the wrong thing? I had to go on 
now. “You see you and I are very good friends. At least, 
I like to think so.” 

She nodded sweetly, as I looked up at her. 

“And I wouldn't like to have anything happen that would 
spoil our friendship, and I wouldn't want to treat you myself 
if I thought someone else could do it better. Won't you let 
me ask Dr. Young to see you? He’s had a lot more experience 
than I have in this work, and could probably help you more.” 
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“Oh, I'd be afraid to ask him. He’s not nearly so jolly as 
you are. I don’t see why friends should make any difference. 
Let me tell you my dreams, won’t you—and see if you can 
make anything out of them? I can’t.” 

“All right,” I said. “Go ahead. Only remember I warned 
you 

What I meant I could not tell. My head was whirling. It 
seemed inconceivable that the cut-and-dried thing would hap- 
pen. I don’t know quite what I was afraid of, but, for all my 
science, I was afraid. 

Then she began, and my head reeled still more dizzily. 

Not an inaccessible angel after all. 1 should have known it. 
There are no angels. Just a simple everyday girl, just a little 
half animal like all the rest of us, her dreams telling the old 
story of desires held down in waking hours. 

There lay her mind before me like an open book. I hated 
psycho-analysis then. It is so relentless, so inexorable. It 
tells its tales and maps its charts so brutally. I had learned 
not to care too much when these revelations came to me 
casually in my work with other patients. It was sometimes 
hard even to be interested. I had long ago ceased to feel that 
the things I learned were shocking at all, but with her it was 
so completely different. She—my angel. To find her not 
unlike her brothers and sisters at all. Perhaps, I thought 
grimly to myself—I needed to be analyzed myself. I believed 
I had learned that all these matters were natural, wholesome, 
not to be despised or felt shame for. 


UT to see these things in her mind, to know that they were 
troubling her was more than I could bear. 

Yet how accessible it made her. 

She had laid herself, the Pearl of Great Price, in the hollow 
of my hand. 

“Well, doctor, why don’t you say something?” Her shining 
eyes were turned full upon me. Their old luster had returned. 
Her lips were parted again, as she waited, breathless, for me 
to speak. 

“Suppose we wait till tomorrow, Miss Angell.” 

I would at least give myself time to think out a course of 
action. Too much was at stake to plunge precipitously into 
such a vortex as opened at my feet, even though it might be 
the gateway to paradise. 

The disappointment on her beautiful face was easier to dis- 
cern than her dreams were to interpret. 

I took out my watch. 

“I've really got to go, Miss Angell. There's a case waiting at 
my office. Won't you come in at this time tomorrow, and I'll 
make my report. In the meantime there’s nothing to worry 
about.” As a matter of fact I knew that the crisis that faced 
me was cause for more worrying than anything I had met in 
the thirty-five years I had been alive. “You're not ill at all. 
I'm sure I can convince you of that. Come in tomorrow, and 
we'll go to the bottom of it.” 

But would we? After all my boasting was I a coward? 

What would I do tomorrow? Would it be any easier to 
know the right way then than it was now? But I would at 
least give myself these twenty-four hours for thought. 

She held out her hand wistfully to say good-by. She was 
not an angel but I was asking myself to be a god. 


OOD night,” I said as though I had had a’ grown 

daughter and this was a friend of hers who had dropped 
into our house for afternoon tea. “This time tomorrow, re- 
member, and we'll see what’s best to do.” 

The clouds were again-threatening her eyes, but she smiled 
frankly and the little muscles of her fingers tightened again 
about my hand. 

“Good night,” she said. “You are very good. I will come 
in again tomorrow if you're sure it won’t bother you.” 

“You are very good.” { remembered that she had said the 
same thing when we had had our first talk about reading the 
books. 

The words, spoken earnestly and simply enough, seemed a 
huge mockery. How little she knew what she was saying! 
Good! If there was such a thing as a good man anywhere in 
the world, surely it was not I. I was a serpent, getting ready 
to crush her. 

But would it destroy her? If it was to mean bliss for me, 
would it not also mean bliss to her? 
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Well for at least 
twenty-four more hours 
I would play the game. 

So I let her go. 

Those were a_ bad 
twenty-four hours for 
me 

What made matters 
still worse was that my 
wite was more 
thoroughly charming 
that evening than she 
had ever been. 

I] went back to the 
office the next day, after 
my almost sleepless 
night, determined to play 
the game at least a little 
longer. 

At half past five there 
‘came the same _ soft 
knock on my door and 
I said “Come in,” as 
though I did not in the 
least know whom to 
expect 

She came. the light 
shining again in her 
heavenly eyes. 

I did not trust myself 
to take her hand. 

“I’m glad you didn’t 
forget, Miss Angell. Sit 
down and I'll tell you 
what I think we had 
better do. I think I am 
ready to write your pre- 
scription, but I also 


think it will surprise 
vou,” 

She looked at me ex- 
peciantly. 

“We'll not go into the 
dreams just now, Miss 
Angell. I’m going to sur- 
prise you by asking you 
to do something you have 
probably not thought of.” 

Still the look of sur 
prise and expectancy on 
her face, now again the 
face of an angel. 

“You have noticed if 
you've been reading 
psycho-analysis, (which 
by the way you will 
remember I advised you 
not to do in the first 
place) that practically 
all nervous troubles have 
something to do with 


Me LE looked at me appealingly. “Doctor,” she 

said, “why must we talk about Harry? I'd much 

rather talk about you. Can't you see how I love you?” she 
cned and flung herself into my arms. 


one’s love life. So I'd 
rather talk to you about 
that than about your 
dreams just now. For 
instance—” I hesitated 
and as I did so I noticed 
that the paper knife I 
toyed with absently was 
pointed straight at my 
own heart. “For in- 
stance, this boy Harry 
used to call for you quite 
regularly, but I haven’t 
seen him lately. Has 
there been any trouble 
between you?” 

The pink roses on her 
cheeks turned to scarlet. 

“Must we talk about 
him, Doctor?” 

My heart was asking 
the same question, but 
we must, if I was to go 
on playing the game. 

I tried to laugh again. 

“Yes, I think we 
must,” I said. “That is 
if you really want me to 
help you. That is the 
place to start.” 

“But I’m not sure I 
like Harry,” she tem- 
porized. 

“Precisely,” said. 
“I fancy that’s just the 
trouble, but tell me the 
other side of it. Are 
you quite sure Harry 
likes you?” 

“Oh, yes.” 

The silver laughter 
floated out again. 

“Well, so far so good,” 
I said, gripping my knife 
still tighter. “Now I 
must ask you to tell 
Harry I'd like to see 
him. Will you do that?” 

“Why, doctor I’m not 
sure whether I will or 


‘not. It seems a strange 


thing to do.” 

“T told you in the be- 
ginning,” I said, a bit 
roughly, “that psycho- 
analysis is a_ strange 
thing. If you want me 
to treat you you must 
play the game.” 

How little she guessed 
what those words meant 
to the man who was 
speaking them! 

“Must I do that?” she 
asked, the wistful 
trouble threatening again 
to cloud her eyes. 

“Yes, I am afraid you 
must,” I said. [Con- 
tinned on page 110} 
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JHEN Mrs. Nixon's car stopped in front of our house 
VU one evening, my husband sneaked off the back porch 
in a manner most undignified for a lawyer 

“Good night!” he said. “Nix on Mrs. Nixon.” 

‘George, don't be rude,”’ I said. “What will she think?” 

“Tell her I’m reading law, important case,” he whispered, 
from behind the door. “I can’t stand that female dread- 
naught!” 

Two hours later George emerged from his den, a detective 
story in his hands. “The super-dreadnaught gone? Pretty 
formidable, Helen. She couldn’t bring Mr. Nixon. She sold 
the farm. Whose farm? His. She sent Mr. Nixon out there 
to bring away everything but the barn. Suffering cats! The 
old war horse! She’s a regular lion tamer.” 

These words stuck in my mind. 

“I’m glad I’m not a female dreadnaught,” I said to the 
children, a couple of days later. 

“I don't suppose Mrs. Nixon looked like that, either, when 
she was young like you,” said Claire who was then twelve. 

“Why, do you think I may some day look like that?’’ Most 
parents have learned that there is no one so frank and blunt 
as their own children. 

“Oh, I was only thinking of Mrs. Nixon,” she replied, non- 
committally. 

The idea haunted me. My children were half grown. What 
would I look like in another few years? 1 thought of my 
poor, tired, faded mother in her last few years. 

This is the prospect that faces every woman. The thing a 
woman hates to think about, the thing a young woman refuses 
to think of. When one is twenty, forty seems a thousand 
years away. But a few racing years, and one is facing forty, 
then shortly she is facing fifty. I said to myself that youth 
is like the bloom of the rose, here today, and faded tomorrow. 
As some one said, “Tomorrow today will be yesterday.” And 
then, Mrs. Helen Harford will be “that war horse, that 
dreadnaught!” Oh, one could die at the very thought of it. 

And yet this thing comes ultimately into every woman's life. 
1 mentioned it to George a week or two iater. “How long 
has Mrs. Nixon looked like a lion tamer?” 


My 


Husband 
Proud 
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“You are quite a picture in that outfit,” 
my husband said and came towards me. 


George laughed at the first mention of it. Then he gave me 
a sharp look. “Why, I hadn't thought. It has come gradually, 
I suppose. These things do, the way a tree grows.” 

“I was wondering when people will start calling me an old 
war horse.” 

“Don’t be silly, Helen. You can't always stay young.” 
Which was not very encouraging. 

“Or will I look like Mrs. Roberts, next door?” 

“More like her, maybe. She’s fair, fat and forty.” 

“She's fat and forty, but not fair,” I corrected. 

“Well, people change,” he said philosophically. “After a 
time, we all begin to slip.” 


~ 
‘ \ \ 
: 
4 
f 
4 
\ 
% 
| 
2 
fa 


W HAT happened to me was 
the most natural thing in the 
world. I was growing middle- 
aged and I was growing careless. 
I was getting fat, in mind as well 
as in body. Then my husband began 
to grow careless in his attentions to 
me. He took to holding other women 
up to me as examples of what I 
should be. That made memad. I 
resolved to prove to him that I had 
lost neither my beauty nor my brains. 


“Have I begun?” I asked anxiously. 
He shrugged his shoulders. “Oh, well, 
we all do.” 

Slipping' That was it. That meant 
growing old, deteriorating, getting fat and 
gross and masculine. 

And then a thought struck me. “But 

Mrs. Jerome, she doesn’t change.” 

At the mention of Mrs. Jerome I 
thought George brightened up a little. 
“Vou’re right about that. She doesn’t 
seem to change, but she’s an exceptional 
woman.” 

“Oh, yes, she’s a wonderful woman,” 
I said, but I did not entirely conceal the 
trace of bitterness. George looked at 
me, but nothing more was said. 

Winston Jerome (whom you might 
know, if I mentioned his real name) was 
edging his way upward in national politics, 
and his wife was helping him. 
ws Mrs. Jerome had not changed as the 
years went by. It was women like my- 
self, mothers and housekeepers, who be- 
came fat and forty, or fussy and fifty, or 
female dreadnaughts. I forgot, in my 
bitterness of the moment, that the same 
things happen to business and professionai 
women, who drift that way, and 
that the lion taming look was a 
matter of the spirit, the character. 
Anyway, the thing worried me 
I brooded over it. I suppose 
George wondered what was the 
matter with me. I thought he 
was selfish. He probably thought 


I was churlish, or perhaps he was 

“The picture was not intended for you,” I said. so wrapped up in his own affairs 
I didn't want him to kiss me but I wanted most that he never thought of me at all. 
awfully for him to want to kiss me. “Why doesn’t Mrs. Jerome 
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change, as other women do?” I asked him pointblank one day. 

“Well, I guess she just keeps herself tuned up,” he said, 
without stopping to think. “She doesn’t let herself slip.” 
That idea of slipping, again. Where did he get that? Was 
that one of her ideas? 

“That's all very fine,’ I said, “if a woman has nothing else 
to do. Both her children are away at school, aren't they?” 

“Yes, but she raised them until they were old enough to 
go away to school.”” Taking her part, of course. 

One day George came home in triumph to tell us that he 
was to be a delegate to the National Democratic Convention 
at Madison Square Garden, New York. I secretly wished 
that I could go along, and hoped that he would ask me, but 
he didn’t. I swallowed my feelings. At breakfast, the day the 
delegation left, I asked George if Mrs. Jerome was going 
with her husband. 

“Oh, yes, she’s one of the delegates. I thought you knew.” 

“I might have known.” But that was all I said. 

They all had a fine time, in 
spite of the long-drawn out 


“Say, Helen, what’s the crazy idea?” he demanded of me. 

“Please don’t bother me.” 

“T’m sorry, Helen, but please don’t get sore about it.” 

“T’m not, but if I have no part in your life, then I’m going 
to live my own.” 

“Aw, listen—the first night I get home—” 

“George, I want to sleep. Good night.” 

That was the beginning of a new arrangement. It may not 
be desirable as a permanent thing, but it’s a good thing some- 
times. It made a difference in George’s attitude. If he had 
held me too cheaply, he could no longer do so. Too much 
familiarity is sometimes not good even in marriage. It was 
not that I did not think a lot of George. It was only that my 
pride was stung. I would have to make something of myself. 

Truly, Mrs. Jerome was exceptional. One may not have 
youth, but she can have youthfulness. Mrs. Jerome had this, 
though she was older than I. She was straight and trim, and 
full of vitality. She carried herself like a queen. She kept 

her mind polished up. She 
could talk on any subject. 


Convention. It was one long f 
party. They stopped at the 
same hotel and George natur- | 
ally saw a lot of Mrs. Jerome. i] 
I couldn't get away from the 
feeling that he made mental 
comparisons between this ex- 
ceptional woman and _his 
humble home-keeping wife. 
She didn’t allow herself to slip. 
Indeed! 

George came home tired, 
he had had, as if I, poor stay- 
at-home, should be contented 
to admire him for his interest- 
ing adventures. Or so it 
seemed to me at the time 

“What I’m trying to figure 
out,” I finally said, after he 
had talked a lot, “is why I 
couldn't have gone the same 
as Mrs. Jerome did.” 

His enthusiasm disappeared, 
and for a moment he just 
stared at me. “Well, I never 
thought of that.” 

“No, such things don’t even 
occur to you about me. But 
Mrs. Jerome is such an ex- 
ceptional woman.” 

Perhaps he was even more 
chummy with her than I | 
thought, for he replied, “For 
that matter, she is an unusual 
woman.” 

This was too much. I went 
upstairs. I was in one of those 
moods when one is ready to i 
do almost anything. And then 
it seemed to me that I had 
put myself in such a position. 


men? 


vise 
vital problem. 


question: 


your letter at once. 


things would be different. I i} 
would not take a back seat for i} 
any woman, and not even for i] 
my own husband ——_— 
[ said to myself that in a 
few minutes he would be com- 
ing upstairs to go to bed. But no, not after tonight. I had 
been enjoying a room all to myself in his absence. There was 
the guest room, across the hall. I opened up the bed in this 
room, saw that everything was in order, and then took a clean 
pair of his pajamas, his slippers and his bathrobe and put 
them on the bed in there. I got myself ready for bed, turned 
out the light and rolled in. But I could not sleep. 
Half an hour later he came up. “You'll find the light 
burning in the spare room. George,” I said. “I put your 
slippers and things in there.” 
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Prize Contest 


@ Are married morals changing? Is there 
} such a thing as freedom in marriage? 
but full of the great old time | @ Does the husband of today want his || 
| wife to feel free—to be free? 


(@ Does he want her to pet—with other 


@ Does the present day wife care if her 
husband makes love to another woman? 
Read the story on page 38 of thismaga- || ao. 
zine. Then consider this question: | 
@ Can a Good Wife Be a Good Sport? 
@ Smart Set wants to know what your 
experience has been and what you ad- 


what your convictions are on this 
@ For the best letter in answer to the || 


Can a Good Wife Be a Good Sport? 
Smart Set will give a prize of $15; for 
the second best, $10; for the third best, $5 
and for each of the ten next best, $1. 
Contest closes March roth, 1927. Write 
In awarding prizes 
first consideration will be given to letters 
Very well, from that time on, || that tell the personal experiences of the 
See page 80 for other contests. 


>I She was not a beauty, after 
the “Follies” type, but she had 
life and personality. That was 
it—personality. And she kept 
herself up to the mark! 
Well, that was what I must 
do. I would spruce up physi- 
| cally. I would brace up men- 
tally. I would get up on a 
higher level. The very’ idea 
| of my husband admiring an- 
other man’s wife, and taking 
me for granted merely as his 
housekeeper and the care- 
taker of his children! Not 
any more. And with my res- 
olutions firmly made, I went 
to sleep. 

I looked myself over crit- 
ically in the morning, in the 
full length mirror of the closet 
I was heavier, just a 
suggestion of overweight, the 
kind of thing that women take 
for granted as a part of ma- 
turity. I did not like it. I 
wanted the daintiness, the girl- 
ishness of youth. I stretched 
my hands over my head and 
then tried to touch the floor 
with my fingers. I tried again, 
and kept trying till I stretched 
down to it. And then I re- 
membered some other stunts 
from my school days. I don't 
suppose you could find a man 
or woman who couldn't give 
you a string of exercises if 
you asked for advice. The 
main thing is the will to exer- 
cise, the desire for improve- 
ment. 

Claire found me exercising 
one morning. I explained that 
I did not want to look like a 
female dreadnaught. She 
understood. “I'll tell you, 
Mother, we'll go swimming to- 
gether this summer, a lot. 
And maybe you can come out and play tennis with us, too.” 

“Why not?” I replied. “If I want to be young, I should 
do the things young people do.” 

And that really expresses the whole thing. People get old 
because they settle down. They get stodgy and slow and stiff. 
And then they look like it. What I needed, physically, was 
to live the lives of my children, not to keep parental aloofness, 
but to be one of them. So I joined them in tennis. And 
every nice day, all summer long, we took the flivver and drove 
over to the little beach on the lake. | Continued on page 112) 
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igh, Wide 


As the hat is 
bent so the head 
is inclined and 
many a love 
affair has owed 
its existence to 
the cute little tilt 
of a picture hat 
like Gertrude 

Olmstead’s. 


Here are some of the hats 
the screen stars are wearing 


in Hollywood these days. 
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The way of a 
maid with a hat 
puzzles every 
man. With you 
as her mirror 
Amber Nor- 
man may yet 
coax her 

gear into sub- 
mission. 


Carmelita Geraghty chose 
this light summer straw 
knowing 
wi 
wood's decree: “The more 

brim, the less trim.” 
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Will all of you girls be wear- 
ing them when Springtime 
comes along? 


How many times have 
you wondered who these 
wonderful girls of the ads 
were in real life? Well, 
here they are! First, the 
Lily of France girl, as she 
appears in the ads, and a 
close-up which shows her 
face as lovely as her 
figure. She is Agatha 
Debussy of New York 
and of Mr. Ziegfield’s 
new show “Riolita.” 
Then, here, too, is the girl 
with the dark curls who 
so modestly steps out be- 
fore the public in Van 
Raalte “step-in™ ads. She 
is really Myrtle Rich, 
one of Penryhn Stanlaw’s 
favorite models and her 
home is in St. Louis 
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Arnold Bennett, the great 
English novelist, found the 
advertising pages of the 
American magazines 
so fascinating when he 
could turn to such a lovely 
picture as that of the Van 
Raalte bloomer girl. In 
real life she is Dorothy 
Donnelly and she can be 
seen nightly in person, in 
George White's “Scan- 
dals.” Now, last but 
not least, we show you 
the legs that turned a 
million heads—towards 
the advertisements for 
Gordon hosiery. Those 
enticing limbs are owned 
by Margaret Davies and 
won her a high place in 
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Alfred Cheney Fohnson 
vaudeville. 
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Dorothy Sebastian 
coyly confesses that 
sometimes 4 

mure gingham 
dress covers a mul- 
titude of frivolous 


. ruffles. 
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The Story of Rosy O’(asey of County Kerry, the Same 
as Would Wear a Queen's Crown Today, IL f— 


Easton of Easton Hill, Stonington, Long Island, who had 
everything a girl could wish for, but wanted one thing 
more! 

And this is how I, Rosy O’Casey of Castle Kenmare, County 
Kerry, descendant of Kronson, King of all Ireland after the 
Flood, went down to be her maid, and how I saw her fool 
the man I loved while it tore the heart out of me. 

It was a sad ride down to Long Island for me, a greenhorn 


Tes is the story of my lovely young mistress, Gladys 
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right from the Emerald Isle. All stately mansions! And 
me sick for the sight of a tumble-down castle and a stretch 
of green. I hoped the place would be a kind one, for the 
heart of an Irish girl craves love as a puppy craves milk. I 
had a newspaper marked for me, and when I could see for 
the lonesome feeling, I read it. 

Mr. and Mrs. Wyndham Easton announce the engagement of 
their daughter Gladys to Mr. Algernon Sydney Laird. This unites 
in marriage two wealthy families 
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Laird! The name was one I knew well, and many a 
time on my knees, I had prayed that all who bore that 
name should be happy! It was a name every O’Casey 
worshipped. Once upon a time, only three years ago, a 
rich young American named Laird had helped my father 
in the old country and made his last days comfortable. 
And though I had never seen the Mr. Laird who had 
done so much for us, I loved him as I loved my life. 
My mother’s last words to me were, “Pray every night 
for Mr. Laird, Rosy, that he may be happy all his days!” 

And here, the first thing, on my way to my first job, 
I found the name of Laird! I knew he was a good man; 
he couldn’t be anything else. And I was going down to 
be lady’s maid to Miss Gladys Easton who was engaged 
to be married to this Mr. Laird. I hoped she was pretty 
and that she loved him as a Laird deserved to be loved. 

They met me with a big car and drove me through 
grand grounds to a magnificent house. It was like our 
old Castle Kenmare before it fell to pieces, except that 
it hadn’t the look of the warm old stones, nor the turrets 
whispering with the love birds that nested there. The 
chauffeur put me out and a footman took my bags. 

In the front hall Mrs. Easton herself met me. She 
was a big, cold-faced woman, elegantly dressed, but she 
seemed like everything else, to have been spoiled by too 
much money. She took me up the wide staircase and 
talked as she went. “Your references are satisfactory.” 

“My grandmother was maid of honor to the Queen, 
and my mother—” 

But Mrs. Easton did not hear. She led me down a 
broad hall and threw open a door into a beautiful room. 
“Gladys, this is your new maid,” she said. And she 
went out and shut the door and left me standing there. 


LOOKED around. Such a rich room, with the light 

coming dimly through windows heavy with velvet 
hangings. Such a room for a young girl! 

I stood wanting to cry, when I saw a sight that drove 
every thought of home from my mind—a sight such as 
angels seldom show to mortal eyes. 

In a far window looking to the east I beheld a 
vision, in the form of a lovely virgin. Her face was 
white as a lily. Her hair was like all the suns that 
ever shone in the heavens, and her little hands, clasped 
in front of her, looked as if they were moulded in wax. 
She was slender and straight as the candles that burn 
on the holy altar, and there fell around her a robe of 
filmy white that was like floating incense. 

And I ran forward and threw myself on my knees 
before her. I pressed my lips to the hem of her floating 
garment, and to the silver slippers on her feet. I lifted 
my eyes to her face, not daring to touch her hands. 

“By all the Saints,” I whispered. 

She looked down at me. “So, you’re my new maid,” 
she said. 

“Yes, Miss,” I managed to utter, in spite of the choking 
in my throat. 

She took a step into the room. “Well, get up! It’s 
time to dress me for dinner. I’m Gladys!” 

I clasped my hands. “I can’t get up for loving the 
face of you.” 

She laughed: “You Irish girls are funny.” 

I followed her across the room to where she sat before 
a little silver dressing table, and every move she made 
was like a dream from heaven. 

‘I'm Rosy O’Casey,” I said. “And I'll serve you, Miss 
Gladys, to the last drop of blood in my heart.” 

She looked at me hard. “Do you mean what you are 
saying, Rosy? That I can count on you?” 

“I do, Mistress. I’m new to you, but you can treat me 
as if I was born loving you.” 

“And you won’t go back on me?” 

“Now when did an O’Casey ever do that?” And the 
tears almost came to my eyes to think that she should 


As Miss Gladys and I approached the house we found Mr. 


you wanted to go to bed,” Mr. Laird said. “I wish you'd 
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Laird waiting on the piazza. “You said your head ached and 
stop spying on me,” Miss Gladys cried petulantly. 
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ask me such a thing as that. I couldn’t believe it. 

She moved to me swiftly. “Look at me, Rosy 
O’Casey! I’ve got to have a friend. Right away! 
I'm desperate or I woudn’t dare talk to a strange 
girl, Can I trust you?” 

I lifted my hand and made the sign of the cross. 
“You can that!” 

She took a quick breath. “I believe you, Rosy. 
And I’m going to put you to the test.” She sat 
down suddenly and sank her head in her hands. 
And my heart went up in my throat that such a 
sweet thing as she should shed a tear. 

“What is it, Miss Gladys?” I asked. 

She lifted her face; her eyes were dry and her 
cheeks like flame. “It’s everything! It’s hideous! 
It’s awful!” 

“Oh—Miss—” 

“You'll know soon enough.” She got up and 
stretched her arms. “Bring me something to wear. 
Dinner is at seven, and he’s coming over.” 

I followed her across the room. “Who, Miss 
Gladys?” I asked. 

“Who?” Her pretty voice was savage. “Why 
Algernon Sydney Laird, of course, the man I’m 
going to marry. It’s in all the papers today. Algie!” 
She said the name with a mocking laugh. “Don’t 
you love it? Algie!” 

“Miss Gladys! Don’t!” I couldn’t bear to see 
her pretty face all ugly with anger. I opened the 
door of her clothes-closet. It was lighted with 
electricity like a room, and there were dresses and 
dresses, all lovely things. ‘Which dress will you 
wear, Miss Gladys?” 

“Something hateful! I don’t care what I wear. 
That black chiffon.” 


DRESSED her in the black chiffon, and she made 

me pin a blood red rose to her waist and put red 
slippers on her feet. “Now,” she said. “That’s 
awful enough for anybody.””” 

I went down to my dinner, wondering what kind 
of a beast Mr. Laird could be. In the servants’ 
hall there was a long table set for twenty. My place 
was at the far end near an outside door that led 
out to a sweeping lawn. They were all gossiping 
about the engagement, and what a grand wedding 
it would be. From my seat I could see vast 
grounds, landscaped with gardens and terraces, and 
in the distance, great, green hills misted between 
as though lakes nestled there. Back of the house 
there was a broad gravel walk. 

Presently I saw coming towards me, down this 
gravel pathway, a young man who had a business- 
like air and walked briskly. There was a little 
balcony, and a table was set on it. It was richly 
spread, and there was a vase of flowers in the 
center, but it was set for only one. As the young 
man seated himself, a footman came out. “Miss 
Gladys particularly wishes you to dine with the 
family tonight, Sir.” 

The young man answered promptly, “Tell Miss 
Gladys that I prefer to dine alone.” 

“Who is he?” I asked one of the maids. 

She glanced at the young man moodily eating his 
dinner. “Oh, that’s Mr. Gardner Lee, the landscape 
architect who’s making over the grounds.” 

Evidently he had a standing in the house. But 
why was he eating alone, sulkily, like a dog at his 
solitary bone? I watched Mr. Lee through the 
open door, as I ate my own dinner. Though good- 
looking, he was not pleasant to look at tonight. He 
finished his dinner and went back along the gravel 
path towards the lodge. 

I went upstairs to wait [Continued on page 119] 


{ 
| 
J ys 
% 
| 
of, 4 » | 
| | 
4 
if 
i 


| 


"VE sometimes wondered if the whole thing was as deliber- 
] ate as it is going to sound. I went out to get the man, 
I admit it, but I’m sure I didn’t know I was doing it at 

the time. 

I remember that the first time I thought it would be 
awfully nice if he would kiss me I was surprised at myself 
I'd been earning my own living as a private secretary in New 
York for years and I’m not handing myself anything when 
I say that usually I was trying to figure out some way to avoid 
being kissed. Nowadays, if a man buys you a taxi ride he 
takes it for granted he’s bought the petting privileges along 
with it. 

I was living in East Twenty-seventh Street then, in one of 
those old brown stone houses that some one had rented and 
turned into kitchenette apartments which he sublet at a profit. 
I had the second floor front. Arthur Folsom had taken the 
rear apartment on the same floor. I used to meet him in 
the hall two or three times a day and I noticed at once that 
he was awfully good-looking. He was tall, with black hair 
and the bluest eyes imaginable: The next thing I noticed was 
that he was atrociously dressed. He always wore a most 
wretched old, blue serge suit that was positively purple with 
age. After a week, I was reasonably sure that he had exactly 
two shirts to his name—a blue one with white stripes and a 
white one with tan stripes. He was so plainly broke and 
out of a job that I wondered how he was ever going to pay 
his rent. 

Wedgemore, our landlord, was very strict about the rent. 
He had to be because if we didn’t pay our rent he couldn’t 
pay his. 

If he wasn’t paid on the first of the month Wedgemore said 
nothing at all, but on the morning of the tenth there would 
be a large square envelope under the door, the kind of 
envelope you can’t ignore. In the envelope there would be 
a card saying your rent was overdue. If you didn’t pay your 
tent by the fifteenth, there would be another envelope con- 
taining a peremptory demand to pay up or leave before night. 
And Mr. Wedgemore meant it. He never gave more than 
fifteen days’ grace. 

Arthur Folsom had been there a little over two months. 
We didn’t know each other but we had reached the stage of 
saying, “Good morning, Miss Brown,” and “Good morning, 
Mr. Folsom.” I had been so interested that I'd found out 
what his name was, you see, and I hoped that his calling me 
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Why 
Is the Way of 
A MAN, 

With a Maid 


Mysterious ? 
Let 


THIS GIRL 
Tell You 


by name meant that he was 
interested, too. 

One day on my way to work, 
one of my questions about him 
was answered. He hadn’t paid 
his rent! I saw the telltale 
square envelope tucked under 
his door. A few days later I 
saw another. I had a sharp 
pang of regret, a sense of im- 
pending loss. He was so aw- 
fully good-looking, and he 
looked nice, too. In my secret 
heart, I hoped he would stay 
and that I’d get to know him. 
I wanted terribly to know him. 
I'd debated more than once 
whether to ask him in for tea. 
And now he'd have to leave! 
My boss, Mr. Orme, left for 
Chicago on the Century that 
day and I had the afternoon 
off. I was delighted. I was 
very ambitious and I'd got 
some extra typing to do at a 
good rate. I intended to spend 
the afternoon finishing the 
job. 

What a joy it was to get 
home to that little place of 
mine and go to work! I loved 
my room. It was a real home. 
I'd taken so much pains to 


make it attractive. It was a big room with a fireplace that 
Agrnur FOLSOM worked. In fact the fireplace was the only heat I had, but 
presented himself at my I knew how to keep a hard coal fire going and I found it 
door with a flourish. He infinitely more attractive than a steam-heated place, especially 
was dressed in new clothes on a cold, raw January day like this one. 

from top to toe. He even I had just got settled at my typewriter, when there was a 
carrieda stick. I lookedhim rap at the door. 

up and down. “Perfect,” I “Come in,” I called. The door opened and Arthur Folsom 
said. glad you're appeared. | “ 

satisfied,” he said abruptly. Hello,” I said. “You're my neighbor, aren’t you? Is there 


anything I can do for you? Will you come in and sit down?” 
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Huddled in a rug, I sat and watched Arthur kindle a fire. I was crying in earnest by now. When he had 


He stood there staring at me and at the charming room. 
I had a little glow of pride. He had a pale blue slip of 
paper in his hand. 

“Why—why,” he said, “I—I—” 

I saw that it was a check. I jumped up 

“Mr. Wedgemore isn't in and I wanted to get this cashed 
so I can pay my rent,” he said 

My heart gave a little skip of relief. I glanced at my 
watch 

‘We'll have to hurry,” I said. “The bank closes in six 
minutes 

I .natched my coat off the hanger, jammed on my hat and 
we dashed out of the house. My bank happened to be in 
Lexington Avenue, only three blocks away. We got to the 
door just as the guard was closing it. He made way when | 


smiled at him. I endorsed the check at the counter, caught 
the eye of a paying teller as he was dropping his wicket and 
turned to hand the sheaf of twenty dollar bills to Arthur 
Folsom. 

“There,” I said, smiling. I was a little stuck on myself 

“Thanks a lot,” he said, and stood there looking utterly 
helpless and lost. I looked at him again. I had a suspicion 
he had not been eating much lately. He looked as if he 
were about to faint. 

“Will you come to tea with me?” he asked suddenly. 

“Oh, I wish I could,’ I said, “but I’ve got a typing job J 
want to finish this afternoon. I tell you what. You need a 
regular meal. Go and eat and then come and see me. I'll 
be through by that time and I'll give you tea.” 

He flushed, turned on his heel, and walked off in the snowy 
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a gorgeous blaze going he made me a glass of hot milk. 


drizzle without even turning to look back at me. 
“Oh dear,” 1 thought, “now I’ve hurt his feelings. He'll 
never come to tea.” I could have shaken myself. 


There was nothing for me to do but dash for home. I 
set to work furiously trying to forget my disappointment. 
I worked so fast that by five I had almost finished. There 
came a knock on the door. It was Arthur, cold and wet and 
bedraggled. I didn't get up. 

“Pull a chair in front of the fire and dry your feet while 
I finish, won’t you?” I said. “I have only three more pages 
to go.” 

He sat down stiffly in ene of my long chairs. I clattered 
away at the machine, stealing a glance at him now and then. 
The glow of the fire in the grate and the comfort of the deep, 
low chair worked their spell. He sank back and closed his 


“Drink it all,” he said firmly and I drank it. 


eyes while I hurriedly finished through those last three pages. 
“There,” 1 said, “I’m through.” Arthur Folsom didn’t 
answer. I jumped up and walked over to his chair. How 
exhausted he looked! And how pale! I bent over him and 
shook him gently by the shoulder. His eyelids fluttered and 
then closed. He was in a dead faint. I got some cold water 
and sprinkled it on his face. He gave a long sigh and opened 
his eyes. Suddenly he sat up. 
“T beg your pardon,” he said. “Did I go to sleep?” 
“T think you fainted,” I said. I looked at him severely. 
“Did you go and eat as I told you to?” 
“No, I didn't,” he said coldly 
“Why not?” I asked. 
“Because I didn’t feel like it,” he answered rudely. 
“Aren't you a silly,” I said [Continued on page 142} 
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Make Good Wives 
Because They -Are 


By Dr. Nung Au- Young 


(Chinese Philosopher and Writer Who 


CHINESE girl learns early 
A in life that if she is to be 
happy she must not only 
become an economical and efficient house-wife but above all 
she must bring to the tender relationship of marriage—wisdom 
some of the old wisdom garnered froth Eve—for holding 
her husband. ‘How to preserve a husband” is a phrase often 
used by you in jest. But it is rare for girls to be taught 
anything about love. In China, to the contrary, we place 
on this the highest importance. 

To this end a Chinese girl cultivates a perfection of coquetry 
and aims by its use to make married life attractive. She learns 
to be exquisite yet possessive. Adaptable, intuitive, elusive, 
subtle—these characteristics are found in the great majority. 
Modesty is highly esteemed by her and used as a power, for 
she is not only conventionally dressed but exhibits no great 
demonstrativeness. 

The modern flapper is bélder in China than she is here. 
\nd we as a conservative people decry the entrance of this 
girl with her short hair and her short clothes because, alas, 
her manners are also short; she has an unbecoming lack of 
modesty. This type could do much by learning to use a 
soothing voice, to mask the temper behind a ruse, to be full 
of vivacious and gentle ways. 


N OUR country a wife does not take it for granted that she 

will hold her husband because of the bond between them 
She understands that a man must be constantly wooed. 

The virtue of patience! This as hinted above is one of the 
chief assets.in a Chinese conjugal relation. We realize a 
beautiful love cannot be materialized without having on both 
sides the most delicate adjustment. 

Jealousy, a few drops of which will poison a man’s whole 
existence, is a thing we are free from because of our scheme 
of living. For this reason we can so well restrain ourselves 
and linger on the threshold of pleasure, practising considera- 
tion. Confucius has said, “For the mouth to desire flavors, 
the eye colors, the ear sounds and the four limbs ease and 
rest belong to man’s nature. But if an individual’s lot re 
stricts him from gratification of these he must not cry that 
his nature demands pleasure and that he will get it at any 
cost. Man’s duty is otherwise. He must make gratification 
wait on righteousness, on consideration of others.” 

An empty ideal, some may think. No. Much of our 
domestic happiness is directly hung on the practise of this 
command. Those who look into our civilization find the 
Chinese exhibiting amazing self-control 

It is commonly supposed that the Chinese are an un 
emotional race. Judging us by our exterior calm, by our 
almost unbroken equanimity, you believe that we lack affec- 
tion, that we are unused to demonstrativeness in love. Quite 
wrong. We have been trained from childhood to regard any 
public show of feeling as unbecoming (and I admit that we 
are rather too vain in this respect). But in the sanctity of 


Knows the Modern flapper 


the home, tenderness is all-im- 
portant. 

Although by nature inflammable 
we are not lacking in thoughtfulness and delicacy; although 
sensual we are not devoid of cultural appreciation of the fine 
art of approach. With both men and women we make a 
study of love. This is the key to our happy marital relations. 
Sir Robert Hart, former Inspector-general of Chinese Mari- 
time Customs, who lived in our country for over fifty years, 
compared the institution of marriage in the West with ours 
and said: 

“In the West marriage is like taking a boiling kettle and 
setting it aside to cool, while in China marriage is like setting 
a cold kettle on the stove and bringing it up to a boil.” 

Your people have freedom to choose a mate, yet with what 
pathetic frequency the choice is wrong. You expect young 
people, under the warm glow of infatuation, to judge wisely 
concerning their future. But how can they, when blindly 
in love, do otherwise than swear to be unchanging? 

To the Chinese, marriage is, as you are aware, a family 
matter, its details to be adjusted to the satisfaction of the 
household in which the dowager mother-in-law is usually the 
dominant figure. Yet domestic contentment is like a magnet 
that draws not only the family together but draws in a band 
of relatives as well and from thitis built up a strong clan life. 

A young man, as is the custom, brings his new wife to live 
with him under his father’s roof. If the father is poor the 
pair will be given a room, if the father is wealthy they will 
have an abode of their own within the paternal compound. 
Fathers in China generally support their sons, so that it costs 
the latter nothing for board and lodging and whatever salary 
they are able to earn they are free to lavish on their new 
wives. The pater familias is also responsible for the poor 
among his kinsfolk and often feeds a great horde of relatives. 
In this way our rich very literally share with the poor. 


T= learned Sigmund Freud has written much about the 
natural antagonism between a man’s mother and his wife. 
In your occidental countries there seems to be a recognized 
joke about the unpopular mother-in-law; this joke would not 
be understood in China. For although the dowager mother- 
in-law sways the household by her superior wisdom she is 
devotion itself to the daughter-in-law, she is her friend in 
all quandaries, disputes, troubles, sickness. The mother-in- 
law always makes the gesture of generosity, largesse, she 
becomes a loving second mother to the girl wife. 

Is it possible, you ask, for two adult women to be happy 
when each is mistress under her own roof? Yes, because 
their positions are clearly defined. The one rarely intrudes 
on the other’s precinct. As to the bride, she has learned as 
part of her education the conventional duties of a daughter- 
in-law and extends courtesy and the expected demonstration 
of affection toward her husband’s mother. Rising each morn- 
ing she carries with her own hands, [Continued on page 82] 
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AU-YOUNG., whose writings have car- 
ried his fame around the ese knows the 
American girl as intimately as he knows the 
Chinese girl. The difference, says this Chinese 
Sage, lies in the fact that in China girls are 
taught the art of holding a man’s love. In America 
it is taken for granted that they know how to do - 
this. But, do they? Dr. Au-Young thinks our 
girls could learn a lot about marriage and hap- 
piness from the girls of his own country. 
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The Last ‘prs sode in the Love Life 


Sir Henry gazed down thought- > 


fully at me. I wore a thin 
rose silk pajama jumper, 
with contrasting shorts. I said 
nothing, just letting him gaze 


\ 1 EN had been coming and going in my life ever since 

I was kissed by the grocer’s son back home. Shortly 
a after I went to the city | was kissed by Roger Main- 
waring and Archibald Dawson. When I reached London I 
met George Darrell and Lord Chalfont, Basil Wray and Gill- 
ingham Kent. As each one went his way I wondered what was 
waiting just around the corner for me, but never did 1 imagine 
what tate had in store. for me 

How little one foresees things-and how differently one might 
have behaved if knowledge had not come too late! : 


Within the respectable precincts of the Albert Hall hundreds 
of young and lovely girls offered sacrifice to Aphrodite in the 
modern fashion. The Stage and Studio Fancy Dress Ball 
danced along its primrose path. An augmented orchestra 
stimulated the revellers to the rhythmic shuffling of today’s 
dances 

The tall brown, lean-faced man, disguised as a Peninsular 
Guardsman. smiled patiently at Netta Stevens, still of the 
Summerhouse Theater, one-fifth of her beauty veiled by some- 
thing intended to represent an orchid. The smile crumpled 


0 of a Famous Beauty 
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Who Finds True Love 1s -Alxays Just Around the Corner 


Have 


the sun-wrinkles at the corners of his eyelids without modify- 
ing a stern mouth and sun-faded hazel eves. 

“You're very cruel, aren’t you?” he was saying lazily. “You 
don’t love me and you won’t stay with me all this evening to 
save me from the wild women. That was the understanding 
on which I came. I do think yoy ought to provide a substitute 
don’t you? A comparative stranger needs a nurse of some 
sort at these orgies. What about it?” 

“I should worry!” answered Netta pertly, “I must stick to 
Roddy this evening. old thing. He’s going to give me a part, 


this year. Im business 
girl.” 

“But I gave you a beautiful dinner, and we came here in 
the Rolls. I insist on having someone sweet to love. You 
know thousands of lovely things. Surely [ can have just a 
little one?” 

Netta waved imperiously towards me 

“April,” she commanded, “come here; 1 want you Sir 
Henry Creagh, Miss Rogers. He's worth millions and runs a 


Rolls-Royce. Be good. Cheerio! There’s Roddy’ 


year next some tume never da 


| 
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She scampered away and left us standing there together. 

Sir Henry gazed down thoughtfully at me. I wore a rose- 
silk pajama jumper open at the throat, with shorts of a con- 
trasting shade. My legs and feet would have melted the heart 
of a stone image. I said nothing, but let him gaze. 

“They say ‘he who hesitates is lost,’ and the band is playing 
a waltz. Shall we?” murmured Sir Henry at last. 

When he led me out among the multitude on the floor I 
could tell that he knew neither the hour nor the day, heat nor 
cold, joy nor sorrow. There was no need to explain or excuse 
anything. We were neither strangers nor friends. Drifting 
together by chance we had become, temporarily at any rate, 
the perfect complement one of the other. He looked into my 
eyes and they met his openly, fearlessly. I smiled very faintly 
and my lips shaped themselves instinctively to meet his. I 
could not tell why; I just didn’t care. There were madness, 
welcome, invitation in the light clasp of my fingers. 

Sir Henry, I judged, was thirty-nine. He had met life eye 
to eye in most corners of the world and life had taught him 
many things. In the desert, in the eerie stillness of the bush, 
he knew a man must either seize fate by the throat and crush 
her, or take the wages of cowardice and sin, which is death. 
But when life is a matter of hanging rose-gardens, sunlight and 
placid streams, then a man may drift serenely. That was just 
what Sir Henry did 

After the eleventh cycle of the millennium we found ourselves 
sitting in his box. Sir Henry held my face between his two 
hands and kissed me slowly. 

“Well?” he said at last. 

“[ don’t know. It doesn’t matter, does it? We're just 
happy,” I answered. 

Hearing my voice for the first time I knew he thanked 
God that it matched the rest of me. 

“Who are you, April? Where do you come from? What do 
you do? How can we escape?” 
he went on swiftly, authorita- 


himself questions that he found it impossible to answer. 

“How was it you came straight to me?” he went on. “You 
must have any quantity of dancing partners.” 

“Just Netta. She looks after me. She couldn’t dance with 
you tonight. I kept myself free to help her out.” 

Sir Henry squared his broad shoulders. 

“Come away. We can’t talk here. I hate these jamborees. 
Will you?” 

I sighed faintly, realizing the inevitable. 

“My cloak,” I murmured. “In five minutes, if you like.” 

The Rolls-Royce whirred softly through the soft darkness 
to his rooms in Half Moon Street. He gave a quiet order to 
the driver and led me into a man’s perfect, impersonal sitting- 
room, with deep chairs, a great lion-skin on the hearth, expen- 
sive Bond Street toys on the writing-table. He rang, and the 
valet brought whisky and soda. Sir Henry ordered a small 
table and supper for two. 

When we had finished he put me in a big chair by the fire, 
lighted my cigarette and stood looking down at me. 

“April, I’m going away. I’m going to Africa in my yacht. 
I want you to come too.” 

I shook my head slowly. 

“T can’t. I don’t do those things. You don’t quite under- 
stand. It isn’t much to you, but to a girl it’s a great deal. 
I’m sorry. Id love it, a yacht, and Africa! You are lucky, 
aren't you?” 

He smiled at me a little. I lay back perfectly at rest in the 
great chair, a boyish figure, and yet so entirely girl. An idea 
dawned in his brain. 

“April, I'll make a bargain with you. You shall come to 
Africa as my secretary. You shall have an elderly, most 
respectable lady as a companion. You shall be treated exactly 
as if you were my daughter or sister, and I give you my word, 
which I’ve never. broken, that nothing shall ever happen which 

-you'd rather not. You shall 
see the sort of life I could 


tively. He seemed to take my -— —= | give you for—oh, several 
wishes for granted. ] ! years, probably, and make up 

I sighed and shrugged my i your mind when we return to 
shoulders. | Learn from Me What I Have England. If you still feel 


‘I work. Netta and I are on 


you'd rather not, we'll part 


the stage. Netta got me on.” | Learned About Men friends. If you alter your 


“And beyond that, I s’pose 


I smiled up at him with a hint 


mind, why the world will be 
yours to choose from, and I’m 


there are men?” 
I} Oat men are harder than Diamonds considered a reasonably amus- 


a my glance. and about as scarce. With the other kind, ing oth 
ere aiways are, aren condition: while youre 
there? What do you expect? | the hand of each one is against us women. me, either on this trial trip or 
One can’t afford one’s own || They are the ones who make a girl ask: afterwards, you are not to 
frocks and dinners and things. a ue have any love affair with any- 
You needn't be jealous, there Is anything good when it means losing all one else. If you do, our ar- 
aren't any very serious men. | the beauty of life and is anything bad when _ | 


They just drift in and out of 
life. I'm only twenty and I can’t 
settle—oh, don’t; you're hurt- 


} 
He had gripped my shoulders | 


stand?’ 


it gives you this beauty?” To be good and 
poor when you might be bad and rich— 


How do you like my idea?” 
I flicked cigarette ash into 
the tray at my elbow and 


be like a woman of his own 


ing | 
| there's the problem we girls have to solve. || dreamed. On the one hand 
= drawn me to him. I showed | But I have no regrets for the things I have work at the theater, the atten- 
im three red fingerprints on my tions of all sorts of men, a 
white skin. | missed and when you see me in London or hand to mouth existence, a 
“April,” said Sir Henry des- i} — battle of wits. On the other, 
perately, “I want you. I’ve just New York, Paris or Palm Beach, beauti comfort, luxury, charm, pro- 
got to have you. Do you under- | fully gowned and surrounded by men, you tection. For a while I could 


wit realize that it 
and knowing men 


“I understand perfectly,” I | 
answered, with a calm certainty i| 
that brought the blood into his H 
tanned face. “You do want me | 
and you don’t want to marry | 


me. All the nice men of your ee 


class are the same. Isn’t it un- 
fortunate?” 

Try as he would he could think of no fitting reply to that. 

“I love your kind of man and my own kind are such pigs. 
Life’s very difficult, isn’t it?” 

“For God’s sake, don’t!” exclaimed Sir Henry. “You're 
quite right! I shall never marry. What are we to do, April? 
Do you remember our dance? Has it got to end there? 
Can’t you think of any way?” 

His voice dwindled into silence. He appeared to be asking 


is because I know men sort. There was every safe- 


they have no power to guard; he was not the kind to 
break his word. I knew men 


tarnish me or to hurt me. . well enough to be sure. And 


in the last event the choice 
lay with me. A yacht and 
Africa, with all to gain and 
nothing to lose! Netta would 
never hesitate for a single minute. Why should I? 

I raised my eyes to him and smiled. 

“I think Ill accept. You're an awful dear to ask me. I 
shall never change my mind, but if you care to risk giving some- 
thing for nothing I’d love to go with you. Tell me what I’m 
to do.” 

“T’ll take you home and fix it up tomorrow. We've a month 
to spare; you’d better have some [Continued on page 123] 
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Netta, 


wise with a wisdom beyond her years, asked no questions. One evening as we sat together | 


pacious days. 


. that was all for a dull 


so many 


blank month. 
77 


seemed very small after 


HE flat in which Netta and I lived 


suddenly put my head on her knee and sobbed heart brokenly 
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Is She ‘Reading YOUR Letter? 


RS. MADISON is an expert pilot ready to help you bring your cargo of love and 

hope into the Harbor of Joy. She knows the dangers that lie in your way and she 

is able and glad to help you. Write her your troubles and let her words of kindness and 
advice warm you with a fine glow of hope and confidence. Thousands of perplexed people 
have been helped by Mrs. Madison. Why should not you receive her aid? Had you 
written when you first thought of doing so, she might now be reading your letter. Don’t 


delay any longer. Write to this Mender of Broken Mear:. today 
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OMETIMES IT stand off and take a good square look at 
S this department as one would at a troublesome child. 
What can you say to the little one who has tripped and 
fallen into a hole he didn’t know was there? What can I 
say to the heartbroken girls and boys who ask in tremulous 
surprise—‘Why did this have to happen to me?” 
“That is life. Suffering mellows one. Perhaps it is all for 


By 
¢ Martha Madison 


-Mender of 
Broken- Hearts 


Wasted 


a flare up about some trivial thing, but on all matters of 
principle we were in accord. We trusted each other implicitly; 
doubt was unknown to us. 

“Quite suddenly and cruelly the truth came to me, backed 
up by proof, that Walter was carrying on a secret affair with 
another girl. He was seeing her at every opportunity, had 
met her family, had told the girl he loved her and that as 
soon as he could break away from me they would be married! 


the best.” Must 
They serve a 


I preach conventions and the wages of sin? 
certain purpose, of course, but as balm to a tortured soul, they 


are generally only a first class fizzle. 

This letter from Marge, for ex- 
ample, is vibrant with the personality 
of a girl who has learned the differ- 
ence between a petting party and the 
kiss of real love. It’s bursting, even 
as her heart is, with bitterness and 
disillusionment. Marge has had the 
gates of Paradise open before her, 
only to close smartly in her face just 
as she had made up her mind to 
enter. Marge’s fiance has broken 
their engagement. He’s in love with 
another girl! 

I have chosen her letter as the 
most interesting one of the month 
because it seems to present a prob- 
lem all too familiar to most girls. 
Letters similar to hers have been 
pouring in lately. “How can I win 


Can I offer insulting platitudes like those? 


Put Yourself in 
Martha Madison's Jo 


SMART SET’S Mender of 
Broken Hearts is asked these 
questions in this issue: 


I am to be married in June. Ranny 
thinks I'm wonderful. Shall I tell him 
of my one mistake? 

I am a Jew in love with a Catholic girl. 
Can our marriage succeed? 


him back? I can’t think of anyone || I am twenty years old but I haven't a 
else. How can I hold him?” and || sweetheart. How can I make the 
so on. So you may consider your- | boys lke me? 

s i if Marge’s 
elf fortunate indeed if Marge’s My husband has another woman. I'm 


heartache doesn’t cause a twinge in 
some old wound in your own heart. 
“Dear Mrs. Madison,” she writes, 
“T realize quite well that I am asking 
you to tackle an awfully difficult job. 
If you fail, I shall not hold it against 
your wisdom or experience; it will 
simply convince me that there is 
nothing for me to do but harden 
myself against love for all time. 
Love that can hurt as it has hurt me 
is only vicious. But we'll see what 
you have to say when I have told 


“I was engaged to a boy for five years. 
a long engagement because he wanted to wait until he was able 
to support a wife. We were just like any other engaged couple 
friends 
Once in a while we had 


not overburdened with money. 
and we had our share of good times. 


Our 


you my whole story. 


Can you give me some 
good advice? 
How would you answer these questions? 
When you have decided what your 
advice would be, then read what Mrs. 
Madison has told these worried girls. 


ternbly upset. 


I had consented to has developed. 


were mutual 
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beauty all about you than you were? 
song sound its note in your own heart? 
at your own capacity for love? 
those about you are walking through [Continued on page 106| 


I confronted him with the facts and he admitted the whole 
thing to me, asking for his release. 


I let him go, of course. 
What else was there to do? But I 
have paid for their happiness. 

“As I look back over the five years 
when I was helping him build toward 
a home, our home, all I can feel is 
that I wasted the best years of my 
life on a trifler. I gave freely and 
completely all the love I had. I 
wasted it. But what am I to do 
now? Foolish as it may be, I still 
love him. I torture myself with the 
knowledge that he is giving quite 
as tender kisses to the other girl as 
he ever gave to me; calling her just 
as endearing names. Meanwhile, 
I am growing bitter and hateful. If 
I have a date with anyone else I am 
glum and disagreeable. This has 
been going on for almost a year, but 
I can’t forget. I don’t want sym- 
pathy; give me something to help 
me out of this miserable mess. 
Marge.” 

Love is not always appreciated, 
Marge dear; dreams do not all come 
true; and sacrifices are often made 
in vain, but that does not mean that 
they are wasted. Not one particle of 
the loyalty and patience and tender- 
ness and devotion you gave this boy 
has been wasted, for until you 
reached the point where you were 
capable of giving these things you 
were spiritually asleep. 

Now you are awake! Simply be- 
cause you did give generously of 


these things, your life is richer; your capacity for appreciation 
Think, Marge, aren’t you more alive to the 


Doesn't every pretty 
Aren't you surprised 
Haven't you the feeling that 


| 


i OU folks who send Aleck Smart such a lot 


of funny stuff will appreciate this bit of 


unconscious humor we discovered in our own 
office. 

It was all caused by a hastily prepared type- 
written schedule listing stories and features 
that might go into Smart Ser. 

The first laugh was over the listing of an 
article by the distinguished Chinese philoso- 
pher, Dr. Sum Nung Au-Young, on “Why 
Chinese Girls Make Good Wives.” 

The typist wrote it: “Chinese Girls are 
Taught to Love by Dr. Young.” 

Farther down the sheet a couple of lines 
about unrelated subjects stood out. The first 
line indicated that there was to be a choice of 
two signed articles for a certain page. The 
second line was the title of a story. Read to- 
gether, they formed this strange couplet: 

Dr. Straton or Elinor Glyn 

He Loved the Girl ] Might Have Been. 


* 


But What if He Can’t Dance? 


Girls if you are in doubt as to whether 
you want to tie up for life with a fellow, 
take him out and dance with him. You 
can’t go wrong, according to Professor 
Magnus Hirshfield, Berlin Institute of 
Sex Research, who says: 

‘‘More marriages are made on the 


dance floor than in heaven. One should 
never marry a person with whom one 
doesn't like to dance.” 


Rhymed Raspberries 


\imed at characters in this issue of Smart Set 


Said old Mr. Karby: “You remind me of Zaza, 
Suppose we take a meal at the Plaza!” 
Satd sweet Savannah, “I work ’tis true, 
“But won't that look like I’m working you?’ 
(See: “Forgive Me My Trespasses”) 


The Sparrow, Sweetheart of Apaches, 
Longed at last for wealthier catches, 
Saying good-by to the Paris veggs 
She makes a fortune off butter-and-eggs. 
(See: “From the Gutter to Fame’’) 


Can a good little wifie be a good sport? 
Can she go with the gang to « gay resort, 
Grow spoony and tubby 
While wandering Hubbie 
Bootlegs his kisses 
To frivolous misses? 
What would you say to your spouse 
lf he said “Come forth and carouse?” 
“Can a Good Wife be a Good Sport?’’) 


Three in One 


With thrills we've run through the vivid and 
oftal stories in this issue of SMArv Set. Apropos 
of nothing, we are reminded of this anecdote. 

“Class, Religion and Sex,” the Professor told 
his class, “are three main elements of the short- 
story. I want you to write a story that will have 
one of the three as a background. If you tan 
combine them, all the better.” 

A few minutes later, Genevieve, the brightest girl 
in the class, wiggled her fingers triumphantly. 

“T’ve put all three into mine,” she announced. 

“Read it to the class,” said the Professor. 

Genevieve read: 

“Good Heavens,” said the Duchess, “there's ny 
husband—hide in the closet.” 


The above anecdote reminds me of a couplet 
that appeared in the Columbia Jester: 
Hush, little sex-joke, don’t you crv 
You'll be a drama by and by. 
> 


With the College Wise-Crackers 


The two girls who walked from Frisco 
to Denver, according to the Georgia 
Cracker, should have gotten out of the 
car sooner. 

“*The feminine fear of mice has van- 
ished,”’ says the Bucknell Belle Hop, 
“they know that no self-respecting 
mouse would seek a hiding place about 
the skirts of today.”’ 


* * 


TWO NEW CONTESTS 
$20 For Missing Lines 


Send Aleck Smart a last line to complete this limerick. 
A postcard will do. Address Aleck Smart, Smarr Ser 
Magazine. We'll pay $10 for the best last line, $5 for the 
second best, and $1 for each of the five next best. Con- 
test closes March 10th 

A sporty young artist got rude 

To a model who came to his studio, 
But she gave the gay weasel 
A slam with his case! 


Clues >, le wdeo, crudeo, dudeo, pursuedco 
nudeo, viewdeo. 


Contest for Stenogs 


What's the best answer to make to the mar- 
ried employer who says “Would your boy 
friend object if I took you to a supper and show 
tonight?” 

Aleck Smart will pay $s for the best answer 
and $1 each for the five next best. Contest 
closes March roth. 


January’s Limerick Winners 


Cecelia Inglis, San Mateo, Cal., won first prize, $10, 
in our January contest by supplying the missing last line 
to this limerick 

When you meet the right fellow at last, 
Just how will you make the bond fast? 
When he says, “Kiss me, please” 
Will you blush, will you freeze? 
If you knew what I'd do—you'd be aghast! 

Milton McAllister of San Antomo, Texas. won the five 
spot and these won $1 bills: Hannah Leary, Doppmaan, 
Northampton, Mass.; = Schnell, Canton, Ill.; Flor- 
ence Gleason, Figin, [mois; C. L. Armstrong, Hazle- 
ton, lowa, and Olive C. Jones, Grannis, Arkansas, 
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How Hubby Proposed 


We had the right hunch when we offered a 
five-spot in our December issue for the best 
answer to: “How Did Hubby Propose?” We 
knew that stored away in the hearts of SMART 
Set readers were thousands of little romances 
worth bringing to light. Wish we had a prize 
to give to every wife that answered. 

Here, friends are some of the outstanding 
proposals. The prize goes to the first one. 

> >. * 


The Smoke Ring that Didn’t 
Blow Away 


You want to know how my husband pro- 
posed to me? He didn’t have a chance to get 
out of it. One evening he called on me and we 
were sitting on the sofa. As usual he spent 
the time blowing rings from the cigar he was 
smoking. The thought came to me that here 
was an opportunity to land him. So the next 
ring he blew I just stuck my finger through it 
and said, “Well, sweetie, we're engaged,” and 


that’s all there was to it. 
* 


The Low-and-Grin March 


He proposed to me ina church. We had been 
going together for some time, of course, but the 
proposal, coming as it did, was somewhat of 
a humorous surprise. We had been invited to 
attend the marriage of two of our friends, and 
we sat together during the ceremony. When 
the couple came marching down the aisle in 
step to the wedding march, Pat leaned toward 
me, whispering: “Here comes the tied.” 

I wanted to laugh, but he was whispering 
something else: “When are they going to play 
that for us? 

“Anytime!” I whispered back. 
Shortly after, I became 
Mrs. P. J. B. 


From One Peril to Another 


I was quite a young widow to have two, to 
me, very lovely children. The gentleman of 
whom I write had taken nearly as much a 
fancy to them as to me. 

We were returning from an all day trip into 
the country when suddenly the steering-wheel 
came off, and the car started down a twenty- 
foot ditch at the side of the road. The brakes 
were quickly applied, leaving us dangerously 
but safely hanging over the top, while I was 
screaming and waving my arms. At this very 
unappropriate time he said: “Will you marry 
me?” I nearly shouted, “Yes—save the babies!” 
And I am glad I did. 


After these it's time to ring off. 


Samant 
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How Famous Movie Stars 
Keep their “BOBS” so Attractive 


HE simplicity of the bob, and [-— 
the modern styles of hair dress, 

I make beautiful hair a necessity. 

The simple, modern styles of today 
are effective ONLY when the hair it- 
self is beautiful. 

Luckily, beautiful hair is now easily 
obtained. It is simply a matter of 
shampooing. 

Ordinary, old time methods, how- 
ever, will not do. To bring out the 
REAL BEAUTY, the hair must be 
shampooed properly. 


W hy ye year after year - discriminating 
women depend upon this simple 
method of shampooing. 


How it brings out all the natural 
life, wave and color and gives the 
hair that wonderful gloss and silky 
sheen so much desired. 


After rubbing in the rich, creamy 
Mulsified lather, give the hair a good 
rinsing. Then use another application 
of Mulsified, again working up a 
lather and rubbing it in briskly as 
before After the final washing, rinse 
the hair and scalp in at least two 

changes of clear, fresh, warm water. 
This is very important. 


| Just Notice the Difference 


OU will notice the difference in 


Proper shampooing makes it soft 
and silky. It brings out all the real.life and 
justre, all the natural wave and color and 
leaves it fresh-looking, glossy and bright. 

When your hair is dry, dull and heavy, 
lifeless, stiff and gummy, and it feels harsh 
and disag sreeable to the touch, it is because 
your hair has not been shi ampooed properly. 

While your hair must have frequent and 
regular washing to keep it beautiful, it can- 
not stand the harsh effect of ordinary soaps. 
The free alkali in ordinary soaps soon dries 
the scalp, makes the hair brittle and ruins it. 


That is why leading motion picture stars 
and discriminating women, everywhere, now 
use Mulsified cocoanut oil shampoo. This 
clear, pure and entirely greaseless product 
brings out all the real beauty of the hair and 
cannot possibly injure. It does not dry the 
scalp or make the hair brittle, no matter 
how often you use it. 


A Simple, Easy Method 


F you want to see how really beautiful 
you can make your hair look, just follow 
this simple method. 


First, wet the hair and scalp in clear, warm 
water. Then apply a little Mulsified cocoa- 
nut oil shampoo, rubbing 
it in thoroughly all over I 
the scaip and all through 
the hair 


Two or three teaspoon- 
fuls make an abundance of 
rich, creamy lather. This 
should be rubbed in thor- 
oughly and briskly with 
the finger tips, so as to 
loosen the dandruff and 


I INSURA 


Please send me 
paid pm your booklet entitled ‘Why Proper Shampooing is BEAU 
CE. 


your hair even before it is dry, for 
it will be delightfully soft and silky. 

Even while wet it will feel loose, fluffy, 
and light to the touch and be so clean it 
will fairly squeak when you pull it through 
your fingers. 

If you want to always be remembered for 
your beautiful, well-kept hair, make it a rule 
to set a certain day each week for a Mulsified 
cocoanut oil shampoo. This regular weekly 
shampooing will keep the scalp soft and the 
hair fine and silky, bright, glossy, fresh- 
looking and easy to manage. 

You can get Mulsified tocoanut oil sham- 
poo at any drug store or toilet goods counter, 
anywhere in the world 

A 4-ounce bottle should last for months. 


Mail This Coupon and Try it FREE 27-9 


THE R. L. WATKINS COMPANY 


1276 West 3rd Street, Cleveland, Ohio 
a generous supply of “Mulsified’’ FREE, all char : 


small particles of dust and 
dirt that stick tothe scalp. 5. 


$l 


In Canada address, THE R. L. WATKINS CO., 462 Wellington St., West, Toronto, 2-Ont 


MULSIFIED. COCOANUT OIL 


SHAMPOO 
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"It is with great pleasure that I 
express my admiration for 
"MAY BELLINE’ which I have 
used for some time with most 
gratifying results. It is truly an 
indispensable beauty aid to the 
woman who would look ber best.” 

Sincerely, 


Nich 


though 
by magic, would make a 
wonderful difference in your attrac- 
tiveness. Try it and see! Instantly, 
your lashes will appear naturally 
long, dark and luxuriant. And your 
eyes will become expressive deep 
shadowy pools of enchanting lov- 
liness. Nothing else gives quite the 
same effect MAY BELLINE” be- 
cause the formula of this wondrous 
beauty aid is secret. 

Moreover, ““MAYBELLINE” is 
perfectlyharmless, having been used 
for many years by millions of beau- 
tiful women in all parts of the world. 
Obtain it in either the solid form 
or the waterproof liquid—Black or 
Brown—75c at all toilet goods 
counters. 


MAYBELLINE CO. 
CHICAGO 


Cyelash Peautifer 
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Chinese Girls 
Are Taught 
to Love 


[Continued from page 72] 


not trusting a servant, a cup of tea to the 
elder woman and asks if she has had a com- 
fortable night. 

Money in hundreds of Western marriages 
is the great bone of contention. It is rarely 
so in China. For the husband hands over 
everything to his wife, trusting her shrewd- 
ness in buying for the household. A Chinese 
husband is universally generous; what is his 
is hers and what is hers is her own. If this 
describes him it also characterizes the 
mother-in-law who at the arrival of the 
bride drops the domestic chores and often 
becomes frivolous—being free to play mah- 
jong all day long! She retires to the back- 
ground, but a very happy background. 

A wife’s popularity as well as her social 
status in old China depended on the number 
of children she brought into the world, es- 
pecially sons. After a mother’s sons grow to 
|manhood she is generally spoken of as a 
blessed woman and her very propinquity 
is in some strange way thought to bring 
luck to other wives who desire children. 
Therefore a mother has no end of invitations. 

The care of a baby falls almost entirely 
to the mother because while servants are 
plentiful in China, a nursemaid is rare. 
With us as with you a father tries to do his 
bit. And im case the baby cries at night he 
will walk the floor with the infant. 


— with snow upon the ground we have 
no steam heat in our houses. We use 
wooden beds with thin cotton pads to sleep 
on, the pillows being made of porcelain. 
Despite this, few suffer from insomnia. We 
grow up as quietly as plants and like plants 
we live much in the open. As a nation we 
find happiness in simple things like training 
butterflies, buying perhaps suddenly a few 
minutes of music on the street, flying pig- 
eons with whistles tied to their tails. 

There are many of our people so poor they 
cannot go to school. Do these know the 
teaching of Confucius? Yes. Though the 
laborers or coolies are usually illiterate they 
cling to certain maxims said to them in 
childhood, maxims they have had repeated 
till they know them by heart. 

What is at the back of this? Confucian- 
ism. The sage says: “I hold today in my 
hand, tomorrow I may never see.” He also 
teaches with the highest and the lowest that 
|in conjugal love is to be found a solace 
| for all hardships. He preaches in favor of 
|early marriages and as a result there are 
| fewer bachelors and old maids in China 
ex any country in the world. 

I do not want to say that all our mar- 
riages are equally successful and happy. We 
| have not entirely solved the great riddle of 

| cox. For after all love is an art, marriage 
is a science. Together they give that com- 
| bination of physical and spiritual without 
| which love passes and fades just as beauty 
| grown too familiar is no longer beautiful, no 
|longer enhances, no longer leads on. We 
| are as a people, more than any nationality I 
| have discovered, normally balanced in sex 
| life which accounts for our contentment and 
happiness. 

Our calm, our content, our indifference 
'to worry is ever a source of puzzle to you. 
|An American journalist once inquired of a 
| Chinese patriarch why it is our people as 
'a nation do not worry. This patriarch re- 
plied that that was something he never 
worried about. 
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Of course 


Youll adore 


ALMOND 


in Your 


and Princess Pat 
provides thts blessing 


F women Mabe their own face 
I powders..... would they choose 
precious Almond or ordinary 
starch as the base? Almond, of course; 
for every woman knows that almond 
is good for the skin. Of starch she 
may be, we'll say, doubtful? 

Only in Princess Pat, of all face 
powders in the world, is Almond used as a 
base..... for the process is Princess Pat's 
OwWn..... not to be successfully imitated. 

And what are the advantages? Two. 
Princess Pat gives a more beautiful ef- 
fect immediately—and with every pass- 
ing day improves the texture of theskin. 

Why a more beautiful effect imme- 
diately? Because Almond makes Prin- 
cess Pat powder ineffably soft and 
fine. Now when face powder is soft 
and fine beyond usual belief it must 
be more velvety upon the skin. It 
must have greater adherence... .stay 
on longer. These are the effects 
women notice instantly with the 
very first use of Princess Pat. 

Now a point about face powders 
which is little known..... yet per- 
fectly simple. A powder with a very 
dry base ‘‘pulls apart.’’ The tiny 


Prin CESS Par 


PRINCESS PAT LTD. CHICAGO, U.S. A. 


Princess Pat Ice Astringent is a splendid powder base cream. It vanishes instantly, 
cools and refreshes the skin and keeps the pores of normal size. You can try this 
cream onthe same plan as Powder. It must delight you, or your money will be returned. 


particles do not cling together. Thus 
the powder falls off easily.....must 
be applied again and again to main- 
tain complexion beauty. 

But Princess Pat's base of Almond 
“holds together.’’ There is pliancy. 
As you laugh and smile Princess Pat 
aie stays serenely upon your skin. 

n fact it seems actually your own skin 
made soft as down and given some un- 
known charm of seductive loveliness. 

Ah, yes, the perfume. . . .enhancing 
Princess Pat's superlative ability to 
adorn. It is a perfume created from the 
rarest flower essences. . .one of capti- 
vating delicacy. Perfumes are mysteri- 
ous, like vague, beautiful memories 

...-or thoughts almost too subtle to 
capture. And Princess Pat powder 
has just the elusive “something” 
which enraptures all femininity. 

Oh, yes... .about the virtue of Al- 
mond in Princess Pat as of real benefit 
to the skin. That again is very simple. 
Almond prevents ae skin drying out. 
It soothes, whitens and beautifies 
every moment Princess Pat powder is 
on theface. Thus your powder actually 
becomes a day long benefit. It is 


ideal as a preventive of coarse pores 
....and a gentle corrective of already 
present roughness of skin texture. 
Of course one does not select face pow- 
der as a skin corrective... .only as an im- 
mediate adornment of make-up. But if one 
may discover a powder which is the most 
lovely in the world in its make-up beauty 
....and then have the blessed assurance 
that it will benefit the skin as well..... 
can there be any question of choice? 
Really, every woman owes it to her own 
beauty to try Princess Pat. Especially so as any 
dealer is fully authorized to return full pur- 
chase price if Princess Pat fails to delight his 
patrons. But Princess Pat is such an elect 
wder ... . it is so good for the complexion 
—that, well, Princess Pat actually becomes a 
possession to treasure . . and not to part with. 


Get This Week-End Set— 


The very popular Princess Pat Week-End Set is 
NOW offered you for this coupon and 25c (coin.) 
Set beautifully boxed, contains easily a month's 


supply of powder and SIX other Princess Pat 
preparations. Please act promptly. 


PRINCESS PAT LTD 


Name [print 
Street 


2709 S. Wells St., Dept. 1303, Chicago 


| 
iil 
| 
Re 
| 
: | 
SPECIAL _| | 
Ve | | 
| 
: 
fa 
83 


Perhaps he’d hit you 


F you came right out and called the 

fellow in the picture lazy he'd re- 
sent it. From the looks of him, you 
might be sorry you said it. 

If some one inferred that you were 
lazy, you'd probably be irritated 
yourself. 

Ve all like to think we are prompt, 
careful, alert, businesslike. But if we 
are honest with ourselves, most of us 
will admit we are lazy —usually about 
. little things —-such as getting our shoes 
shined, having a wave, looking after 
our nails, shaving when we ought to. 

And unfortunately we sometimes 
neglect little tasks that bear directly 
on health and happiness. 

Take tooth brushing for example. 
Delightful and refreshing as its after 
effects are, few of us like the actual 
job itself. One stroke this way —one 
stroke that —no thrill at all. No won- 
) der we are lazy about it. 
| Realizing the truth of this, the mak- 


*KThis specially prepared cleansing medium 
(according to tests based upon the scale 
of hardness scientists employ in studying 
mineral substances) is much softer than 
tooth enamel. Therefore, it cannot scratch 
or injure the enamel. 

At the same time it is harder than the 
tartar which accumulates and starts tooth 
decay. 


Is your pocket book tired? Listerine Tooth Paste 
is only 25 cents for the large tube. 


S4 


ers of Listerine set out deliberately to 
formulate a dentifrice that would tur 
nish the easiest, quickest way to clean 
teeth. In short, a tooth paste ethcient 
even in the hands of lazy people 
for in tooth brushing, at least, the 
word lazy applies to so many of us. 

Listerine Tooth Paste is really very 
easy touse. It works fast. With just 
a minimum of brushing your teeth 
feel clean—and actually are clean. 

You have the job done almost be- 
fore you know it. 

This is on account of the way 
Listerine Tooth Paste is made! It con- 
tains a specially prepared cleansing 
ingredient—entirely harmless to en- 
amel*—plus the antiseptic essential 
oils that have made Listerine famous. 

And how fine your mouth feelsafter 
this kind of a brushing! Then, besides, 
you know your teeth are really clean— 
and therefore safe from decay. Lambert 


Pharmacal Co., St. Louis, U. S. A. 


P. S. 
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COPYRIGHT 1927, LAMBERT PHARMACAL 
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“— even for lazy people” 


TOOTH PASTE 


-- Over in a minute 


> 
| 
a 
OM 
j 
y 
be = j 
i fee 4 
Lg } 
| 
f 
| 
| 
| 
' 
85 
| 


| Lipstick 
Will Make You More 
Beautiful Instantly 


Your first application of Kissproot 
Lipstick will show you lips allur- 
ing, bewitching, tantalizing— 
lovely beyond compare. Kissproof 
is Waterproof. One application 
lastsall day. Andthen a dash of Kiss- 
' proof Rouge—such color: new, 
vivid, dashing, yet soft and deli- 
cately warm — neither red nor 
; orange, but an artist’s blend of 
both. Made in both paste and 
compact form. 


Now! Kissproof Powder 


; What a surprise it will give you— 
i different than any other powder. 
; Kissproof gives your skin a tone 
—a deep transparent effect—gor- 


eously beautiful. Kissproof 
atters tremendously. Make the 
most of your beauty. Get Kiss- 
/ proof today. Ag all better stores, 
or direct. 


Powder Lipstick 
$1.00 50C 


Send for Kissproof Beauty Box 


Delica Laboratories, Inc., Dept. 1323. 
3012 Clybourn Avenue, Chicago 
Send me the Kissproof Beauty Box containing a 
week's supply of Kissproof Lipstick, Kissproof 
Rouge, Kissproof Face Powder and Delica Brow. 
I enclose 20c to cover cost of packing and mailing 
Underline shade of Powder 
HITE 


FLESH WHITE BRUNETTE 


Can a Good Wife Be 
| a Good Sport? 


[Continued from page 41] 


in bed thinking that I was sound asleep. 

“Yeah, honey,” he rumbled heavily. 
“Don't bother broadcastin’. Your husband's 
lil drunk—ER. Can't tune in.” 

“I just want to say one thing, Alan,” I 
insisted, “I don’t know where we're all 
going to end. All this drinking, and play- 
ing around. It’s cheap, Alan.” 

“No, Sweetie Fog. All wrong. Not cheap 
at haf’ price. Lotsa fun, lotsa more people 
killed. You oughta been swimmin’ with us. 
Oughta been a good sport—missin’ all fun.” 

“Good-night, Alan,” I said turning over. 
I'd heard such week-end incoherency too 
long not to realize the truth. We'd turned 


| off the old-fashioned road long ago. My 
| mind was made up. 
“Bye—bye, black bird,” he mumbled. 


|The next moment he fell to snoring loudly. 


HE Sunday morning headache was with 

Alan like the Sunday morning papers 
when he blinked his eyes open at noon. I 
tried to talk to him seriously. He agreed 
that, perhaps, people were drinking too much. 
A moment later he had the maid make up 
a round of long Tom Collins. A fine way 
to start the day! 

People popped in before the Collins were 
finished. Another Westchester Sunday was 
soon under way. The gang moved off in 
pairs to the club. Dot and Alan, their arms 
around each other went in one car. The 
three other pairs of “affairs” got into their 
machines. I got in Phil’s roadster. 

“Well, how did the beautiful little one- 
man woman sleep after all the deep discus- 


sion?” 

“I dreamed about you, Phil,” I white- 
lied for my purpose. “It seemed like the 
old days came back.” 

“Polly, it’s dangerous to tell me things 
like that when I still feel as if those days 
had never passed. I'm likely to forget you 
| consider me only a brother.” A _ strange 
| smile came over his face, and I knew Phil 
| was going to keep me waiting, for what I 
wanted. 

We drove on to the club in a strained sort 
of silence. All during those nine holes of 
golf, that we tried to play, I felt a sort of 
feverish anxiety for Phil to kiss me, or do 
something to prove that he really meant 
what he said about still caring. 

But, I was even more anxious to prove 
|}something about myself. Would Phil's 
| kisses really thrill me, or had I been right? 
Was I just a one-man girl? That was what 
I wanted to know? 


GREAT silver moon came up while we 
4 AX were dining on the veranda overlooking 
| the Sound. Music drifted dreamily through 
the night. I found myself strolling away from 
the club with Phil. We stopped as if mys- 
teriously actuated by the same impulse. A 
great ivy-thatched wall apparently screened 
us from view. I felt like a person on the 
brink of a great adventure. I knew Phil 
was going to take me in his arms, but I 
didn’t know what my reaction would be. I 
began to tremble. 

| “I’m crazy about you, Polly,” he whis- 
|pered. The intensity of his tones suddenly 
thrilled me and frightened me. 

| The next moment he was crushing me in 
his arms. My heart was pounding with 
excitement. It was so strange, so unreal to 
be in the arms of another man than Alan. 


Vet I liked it! 
Phil kissed my upturned lips. I kissed 


him back knowing I had fooled myself! I 
was not incurably monogamous 

I honestly wonder how many 
have deluded themselves and have died 
never knowing the truth, because they 
went on sticking to the belief that they 
were Just one-man women? 

It was very late when we got back to 
my house. Alan and Dot were already there 
Dot was packing. She and Phil were taking 
the early morning train. Alan was sleeping 
He awakened as I entered the room. There 
was a funny little smile on his boyish face 
as he sat up and said 

“Well, honey, been stepping out, eh? I 
didn't really mean to peep, but I saw you 
and Phil.” 

A sinking feeling came over me. I 
slumped down on the edge of the bed. Then 


women 


I suddenly put my head down on his 
shoulder. “You saw us, Alan, and you 
honestly, didn’t mind?” 

“Good night, no, Polly. What do you 
think I was doing, egging you on to do 
something so I could get divorce evidence, 
or something. Say! I’m glad you had the 


nerve to have a little fun for yourself.” 

I fought back tears of disappointment. I 
wished he had minded, and had scolded me 
fearfully. With a fair attempt at bravado 
I began to undress. 

“Gosh! I’m glad you had a good time. 
It used to make me feel sort of—oh! guilty 


in a way—my playing ‘round, and you 
never doing any stepping. Nighty-night, 
hon, gotta catch lil sleep. Ol’ eight-one 


train for me.” 


O THAT was one reason Alan wanted me 

to be a “good sport.” He'd felt a little 
guilty! I crept into bed, and began to 
think. Things went round and round. Oh! 
what was the use? Everything had changed 
on my level of life. Everybody was out 
for good times, speed, sparkle, thrill, excite- 
ment. 

I asked myself honestly if I had had a 
good time playing with Phil. For I had only 
been playing—with fire of course, but play- 
ing. I really loved the man at my side. 
He loved me. 

I had enjoyed myself; I had been excited; 
thrilled. And suddenly I realized that I 
would want more parties, more flirtations, 
more and more excitement. 

Now I knew the truth. In spite of the 
fact that I still thought it was all cheapen- 
ing; I liked it. I’d become like the rest of 
them, an excitement-seeker. Rushing from 


one thrill to another. Where would it all 
lead ? 
I didn’t know then. I don’t know now 


I can only say that with every new party it 
takes more drinks, more attention from men, 
more thrill to give me a kick. I set out 
with Phil, secretly hoping I'd prove myself 
a one-man woman. I failed. I only suc- 
ceeded in proving that I was susceptible to 
other men’s flirtations Because of that 
nothing really seems to matter. My love 
for Alan isn’t enough to keep me waiting 
only for his love-making. 

Honestly, I'd give everything in the 
world not to have found that out. I wish 
I were still the girl I thought I was, a one- 
man girl who wanted only her husband’s 
lips and arms. I was happy then in a 


heaven of my own making. I was above 
the others. Everything mattered because 
of that. Now, nothing matters. Every- 


thing is cheap, for nothing seems sacred. 
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Beauty Bwder and 


Youthful 


Beauty 
can be 
Yours 


by JEANNETTE DE CORDET 
Specialiste en Beauté 


OW you can have 
more beauty — 
beauty that is young- 
looking and natural- 
looking — and you can 
have it instantly. 

So perfectly do the 
shades of these twin 
toiletries — Pompeian 
Beauty Powder and 
Pompeian Bloom — ac- 
cord with the tints and 
tones of the natural skin, 
that their combined use 

ives fresh, youthful 

auty —instantly. 

Pompeian Beauty 
Powder, soft and velvety 
—delicately perfumed— 
spreads evenly with an 
enchanting smoothness 
and stays on for hours 
at a time. 

Pompeian Bloom, a 
rouge with youthful 
tones, looks as though it 
were your own coloring. 
It does not crumble or 
break—and comes off 
on the puff easily. 


GET PANEL 
AND SAMPLES 


Generous samples of Pom- 
peian Powder and Bloom 
sent with beautiful new Art 
Panel for only 10c. This 
picture, “The Bride,”’ paint- 
ed by the famous artist, Rolf 
Armstrong, is reproduced i in 
colors, size 27 x 7 inches. Art 
store value easily 75c. 


Tear off now! You may forest 


Mme, Jeannette de Cordet, Pompeian Laboratories 
3100 Payne Ave., Cleveland, Ohio. 

Madame: I enclose 10c (a dime, coin preferred) 
for 1927 Panel and’samples of Powder and Bloom. 


Name 


Street 
Address 


State 


Powder 
Medium Bloom sent ancther shade vaguested 
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NARCISSUS 


MOON-MAGIC OF THE DUSK! 
(Letters from Lovers: VII) 


“—-and as we sat together in the 
dusk, I felt the subtle madness of 
the moon weaving a spell around us. 
Every breath was tremulous with the 
faint, poignant fragrance of Narcis- 
sus blossoms. My throat throbbed 
with an unquenchable yearning, «as 
I saw you—the most mysteriously 
lovely woman in the world.” 


FROM HER DIARY: 
‘He was silent for a long while last 
night. But when he spoke his voice 
was very tender. I had burned the neu 
Narcissus temple incense. Was it that?” 
N° matter how charming the woman, 
she adds to her charm al! the 
strange mystery with which men have 
surrounded women for centuries, when 
she bewitches the room about her with 
the intoxicating spirit -fragrance of so 
exquisite a blossom as the Narcissus. 
That this witchery may be possible, 
Vantine’s has created a new Narcissus 
Blossom Temple Incense, whose fra- 
grance, liberated as it burns, works a 
subtle and insidious spell. It awaits you, 
with eight other fragrances, at all drug 
and department stores. 


Test the witchery of Narcissus Incense. 
9 sample odors sent on receipt of 10c. 


A. A. VANTINE & CO., INC, 
71 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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I Have a Past—What 
of My Futurer 


olution. I left the train in the temporary 
absence of my would-be husband, hid trom 
him and got back to my home somehow—I 
can hardly remember how 

I was not in love with this man. I think 
I regarded him merely as a possible means of 
escape from the town where I was constantly 
being reminded of my lapse He knew of my 
baby, and seemed ready enough to take me 
as I was. Whether he would have married 
me if I had gone with him I cannot say. The 
tact that he did not go straight to my father 
and ask permission to marry me, but pre- 
ferred the clandestine method of elopement, 
makes me think that probably my sudden 
determination to escape from him was the 
luckiest thing that could have happened 

But the desire to get away from gossiping 
tongues was so persistent that I thought I 
would try my luck in a city, some thirty 
odd miles away from my home town. There, 
I thought, where nobody knew me, my past 
history might be forgotten, or if it were dis 
covered, a more broad-minded view might 
be taken. But the fact that I was an unmar- 
ried mother lost me my very first job 


| HAD found employment as a domestic 
servant in a house where there was a fam 
ily of young children. It was a _ pleasant 
enough household, and I had been there about 
a month, when quite innocently, I gave my- 
self away to another girl. We were friendly, 
and one night when I was looking forward 
to receiving my month’s salary, I said 

“When I get my money, I’m going to buy 
my kiddie a pair ot shoes.” 

“What d@ you mean ‘your kiddie’?” asked 
the girl. “Ys it some kid you're fond of?” 

“Fond of?” I repeated, indignantly. “Who 
wouldn't be fond of her own baby ?” 

The girl must have repeated the conver- 
sation to the mistress of the house, for I was 
questioned. ! told the truth. The children 
in the house liked me, but I was considered a 
menace to them. I was dismissed, and the 
children were told that I had gone because 
I had a sore throat. I cannot say that my 
employers were harsh about it. If I had to 
be dismissed because I had had a baby, it 
could not have been more decently and kindly 
done, but at the back of my mind there is 
still the deepest resentment that I had to be 
dismissed at all 

During the war period I had several situa- 
tions but I could not hold any of them except 
those involving work that was beyond my 
strength at that time. My unfortunate his- 
tory always seemed to crop up, and the place 
would be made untenable for me 


HE city was filled with men in khaki in 
those days, and I had a great deal of 
freedom. I could have had love affairs in 
plenty if I had desired them, but my experi 
ence had made me wary. It was not until I 
met an army officer whose character was 
such that I could not help feeling a great ad- 
miration for him, that I found a man to in- 
terest me. I was perfectly frank, and told 
him all about my child. I did not love him, 
but I did have the greatest respect for him, 
and I was well content to become engaged to 
him. The deciding factor in my consent was 
his devotion to my little boy. It seemed that 
he could not do enough for the kiddie who 
was, indeed, a fine manly little fellow, sturdy 
of build and showing promise of being clever. 
The war thus brought me what seems to 
have been my one chance of escaping from 
88 
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the past to a future that would hold happi- 
ness for me and my son and the war also 
ce stroyed that chance My fiance was hit 
by a shell in Flanders. At the time when 
o return on leave for our 


he was supposed t 
marriage I got word that he was in a hos 
pital for mental diseases. He could remember 
only that he loved a girl and wanted to see 
her. The doctors thought that if he saw 
me it would do him good, but no recognition 
came into his eyes when I appeared by his 
bedside. His mind had completely gone, and 
to this day he remains the inmate of an 
insane asylum. 

I think with this downfall of my hopes 
some chord that had braced me went “Snap.” 
I felt that I did not care what happened 
Fate could kick as hard as it liked, I could 
not be hurt any mort If it had not been 
that my first adventure had left me with a 
partly terrified distaste for some phases of 
love, I daresay I should have gone completely 
te the bad. I had plenty of opportunity to 
£O wrong 

lowards the end of the war I attracted the 
attention of the junior partner of the firm, 
where I was working, and before I realized 
what was happening I was deeply in love 
with him. I believe, too, that he was in 
love with me. He said that he wanted to 
marry me. However that may be, it is cer- 
tain that all my scruples and fears were swept 
aside. With my eyes wide open, I secretly 
became his mistress. This was the real love 
affair of my life. I was devoted to my lover, 
and would have sacrificed anything for him, 
but I wonder if I would have abandoned 
myself so completely to love if I had not had 
a past My lover seemed to be devoted 
to me, and was so jealous that if another man 
so much as looked at me he would fly into 
a rage. We quarreled time and again, and 
as often made it up. This lasted for four 
years, and in the end it was I who brought 
the affair to a close, although I was as 
deeply in love as ever 

Towards the beginning of the fourth year 
it began to be borne in on me that my past 
was again interfering with my future. My 


lover, although apparently as devoted as ever 
was beginning to dodge the question of mar- 
riage. He would promise over and over 


wain, and as often put me off. I began to 
see that the affair was leading nowhere and 
that I would have to leave him, even if it 
broke my heart. I could no longer bear the 
strain of the petty quarrels, the petty irrita 
tions, that seem inseparable from an illicit 
relationship. I had come to the end of my 
tether. 


( NE night, without saving a word to a 
living cou I got into a train and left 
the city. 

That is three years ago. I have not been 
without lovers since then. I have had men 
ask me to marry them in the full knowledge 
of what my life has been. Some, it is true, 
have proposed marriage after having danced 
with me a few hours in the night clubs yhere 
I have been emploved. Others have asked me 
to marry them in the cold light of day, when 
thev have been without that elation the riot 
of a night club is apt to produce. I think 
I know men, and I have not vet lost my be- 
lief in their essential decency, but to believe 
in a lasting relationship with a man seems 
now to be beyond me. I have always had 
to refuse. It seems that I have suffered so 
much from my Past that I find it difficult to 

[Continued on page 90] 
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Woman's Greatest Hygienic 
Handicap 


As Your Daughter’s Doctor Views It 


1) Disposed of as 


easily as tissue. 


Because of the utter security this new way pro- No laundry, 
vides, it is widely urged by physicians—ABSO- 
LUTE SECURITY, plus freedom forever from Filled with Cellucotton wadding, the world’s 


super-absorbent, Kotex absorbs 16 times its 


the embarrassing problem of disposal. 
gp f own weight In moisture, It is 5 times as 


Easy 
Disposal 
and 2 other 


important 
factors 


> * absorbent as the ordinary cotton pad. 
iscards easily as tissue. No I: 
By ELLEN J. BUCKLAND, Registered Nurse It d ae ards easily as tissue. No laundry 
no embarrassment of disposal. 
IXTY per cent of many of the commoner It also thoroughly deodorizes, and thus 
ailments of women, according to some ends all fear of offending. >) True protection —5 
medical authorities, are due to the use of un- You obtain it at any drug or department cae 
sanitary, makeshift ways in meeting woman’s _ store, without hesitancy, simply by saying “pads.” 
most distressing hygienic problem. “Kotex.” 
For that reason, this new way is widely P a 
urged today. Especially in the important Only Kotex itself is like” Kotex 
days of adolescence. On medical advice, See that you get the genuine Kotex. It is 
thousands thus started first to employ it. the on/y sanitary napkin embodying the super- 
Then found, besides, protection, security and absorbent Cellucotton wadding. It is the 
peace-of-mind unknown before. Modern only napkin made by this company. Only 
mothers thus advise their daughters — for Kotex itself is “like” Kotex. 
health’s sake and immaculacy. You can obtain Kotex at better drug and 
department stores everywhere. Comes in sani- 
KOTEX—What it does 


tary sealed packages of 12 in two sizes, the 
Unknown a few years ago, 8 in every 10 Regular and Kotex-Super. 


Tif Kotex Company, 180 Obtain without em- 
walks of life have dis- North Michigan Ave., (3) harrassment. at any 
carded the insecure store.* simply by 


Chicago, II1. 
“sanitary pads” of yes- 

terday and adopted 
Kotex. 


*Supplied also in personal service 
cabinets in rest-rooms by 


V Kotex-Regular Kotex-Super 
65c per dozen 90c per dozen 


saying ‘‘Kotex.” 


“Ask for them by name” 


KOTEX 


PROTECTS — DEODORIZES 


No laundry— discard as 
easily as a piece of tissue 
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Are Victims of Neglect 


Four persons out of five past 40, and thousands 
younger, ignore this truth. Pyorrhea strikes 
them. And its poison sweeps through the sys- 
tem, often causing neuritis, anemia, rheumatism 
and facial disfigurement. 

Take simple preventive measures to safeguard 
your health. See your dentist once every six 
months and start using Forhan's for the Gums, 
today. 

When used regularly this dentifrice which con- 
tains Forhan's Pyorrhea Liquid used by dentists 
everywhere, thwarts Pyorrhea or checks its 
course. It firms the gums and keeps teeth white 
and free from acids which cause raha 

Don't sacrifice your health. Use Forhan’s. 
Teach your children to use it. They'll like its 
taste. It is sound health insurance. At all drug- 
gists—35c and 6oc. 


Formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D.S. 


Forhan Company, New York 


Forhanss for the gums 


MORE THAN A TOOTH PASTE 
-IT CHECKS PYORRHEA 


Friends Could Scarcely 
Believe I Made Them Myself!’’ 
TH AT is what girls and \ women, all over 

the world are saying today! Find out 
about this new and fasci nati ng Method! 
Learn how you can have more beautiful 


clothes than ever before—even the smartest 
Parisian Styles—on a limited income. See 

yw you can make the most becoming 
r» tell at one-half to two thirds the cost of or- 


dinary store clothes,"’ this simple, e 
Learn what this remarkable 
ts bringing so Many women ftrer 
ings and the means of earning 
do for you _ Send for my Free F 
ere’s no ob = ic 

ever! Clip coupon 


ion Secrets 


now! 


U FO FREE Boc 


oft 

INSTITUTE, Dept. Bi7A. 4534 W. Ravenswood Ave., Chicago 
me om, E Bock, **Pashion Secrets’ and full particotars 
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I am a woman with a past. Yet the only 


the slightest effect on the essential ME is 
one solitary love affair, of which I cannot find 
it in my heart to be either repentant or 
ashamed 

When all is said and done, what was this 
past of mine until that love affair? It was 
simply that when too young to understand 
what was happening, when in fact a mere 
child, I was robbed of something physical. 
That any part of that virtue which is of the 
spirit went from me I would deny with my 
last breath 

Yet, because of that past, the one real love 
affair of my life failed to bring me happiness. 
To do my lover justice, it was not so far 
as my child concerned himself that my past 
was a bar to our marriage. I believe that 
convention was at the root of his failure. 
He was in a better position socially than I 
was, and I think he was scared by the thought 
of having to introduce as his wife a woman 
who was known to have had a child by an- 
other man. I am certain that if life had 
called him to some place where he would 
have had neither relations nor friends, he 
would have taken me with him as his wife. 
In his way he loved me, but he lacked 
courage. 


clothes and stockings I wore she would 
take away, and then I was beaten. 

I was thirteen when I decided to make 
my own way in the world. With a few 
francs in my pocket, at five o'clock one 
morning, I bought some flowers in the 
market and with those started independ- 
ently in business. I sold those flowers be- 
fore noon and bought more. I rented a 
hall bedroom in Montmarte. I began to 
take some real pride in myself. I couldn’t 
afford anything elaborate, but I looked 
chic Being on my own gave me more 
spirit, more daring, and my antics became 
wilder and more popular than before. I 
could do what I pleased! Oh, I was free! 
I sold flowers when I wished. Often I 
made a lot of money by giving impromptu 
performances in cafes along the boulevards, 
when coins would rattle on the floor. I 
could stay up all night dancing, or sleep 
all day. And then when I was a little 


| over thirteen I fell in love. 


| MET Jean Batese in a cabaret in Mont- 


marte. Jean Batese wore almost skin- 
tight ragged trousers, a red striped sweater, 
a cap pulled down over his eyes, and a 
red handkerchief around his neck. He was 
just eighteen, handsome in a fierce wild 
way, with ruffled coarse black hair, and 
great big black eyes that seemed to draw 
my soul out of me when he held me in his 
arms. He made love in a way that shook 
me with delight and terror. When he 
danced with me he held me so tight my 
breath left my lungs. He would throw 
me toward the floor in those wild dances, 
but hurl me up back into his arms before 
I could strike the floor. He whirled me 


|about in the air until I was dizzy. Then 


he hugged and kissed me in a sort of fury, 
as if he was going to kill me, but it was 
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| believe that I could possibly have a Future. 


part of that past which seems to have had 


innot for myself believe 
in the poss permanent relation- 
ship with a has cheated me, and I 
cannot think that there will ever come to 
me again that love which I experienced for 
four years and more. 

I may be wrong. I hope so. I am 
still a comparatively young woman, and I 
can honestly say that men continue to find 
me attractive. But if I am wrong, if it 
should happen that love comes into my life 
again, what shall be my course? 

My son is a brave and manly boy, humor- 
ous, quick and clever. I am proud of him, 
and to deny him would be a hideous betrayal. 
But he is the living reminder not only to me, 
but to others, of my past, that past which 
has so often thwarted my happiness. If love 
comes again into my life, am I to blot out 
my past at whatever cost, leave my boy com- 
pletely to the care of his grandparents, though 
they love him, forget that I ever loved a man 
sincerely and devotedly? Shall I risk build- 
ing my future happiness on the flimsy basis 
of a series of lies? 

I cannot imagine myself doing it. It is 
impossible. 

So then, inexorably, I am brought round 
in a circle to that question from which I 
started: “I have a Past—What of my 
Future ?” 


I have sa! 


A you paid to be a good stenographer, a good bookkeeper or a good salesgirl, 

or does some girl who isn’t as conscientious or as bright as you are draw a 

better salary because she doesn’t hesitate to use all her feminine charm on the 

boss? Read my story im April Smart Ser and see if you agree with me on the 
question “Must Girls Use Their Sex in Business?” 


From the Gutter to Fame. 


[Continued from page 28} 


like being in heaven. Jean Batese was 
mad about me. I wonder if I could ever 
love anybody as I first loved Jean Batese. 
I was starving for affection, and my heart 
just went out to him, in gratitude, adora- 
tion, absolute surrender. Jean Batese was 
a_ pickpocket. 


FTER I met Jean he wouldn't let me 

d dance with anyone else in the cafes. He 
was fiercely jealous. He would show fight 
if others came to my table, and one night 
he drew a knife. One thing I didn’t like 
was that Jean would follow me on the 
boulevards when I sold my flowers. Love 
was one thing, but business was another. 
He said he wanted to protect me. La, La! 
When I went into the cafes I could see him 
moving like a shadow outside. And when 
I jumped on the running board of a swell 
automobile with my basket of flowers and 
went whirling off I could see murder in 
his eyes. But when I'd meet him the next 
time and pretend to be angry, that rough 
boy would be as shy and meek as a child. 
Loved for the first time, for the first 
time knowing I meant everything in 
another’s existence, a new wonder came 
into my life. I could sing as I never sang 
before. On Sunday afternoons Jean and 
I would go off into the country and wan- 
der among the flowers. We would sit in 
a meadow, my head cradled in his arms. 
It was wonderful for me, who had never 
been loved and caressed, to snuggle in his 
strong arms. He was uncouth, and wild, 
yes, but he was real, and when he kissed 
me, as I had never let anyone kiss me be- 
fore, I tingled down to my toes. One Sun- 
day, out at Versailles, I almost promised 
to marry him. Of course, I knew his pro- 
fession, but that didn’t shock me. Few 
things did. I might even have been 
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tempted to join up with Jean Batese in 
his expert profession if something hadn’t 
intervened. I admired him when he told 
me how deftly he had filched wallets from 
men’s pockets or would show me hundred 
franc notes and gold watches. He gave me 
some beautiful things. I have a lovely 
jade ring which I wear to this day as a 
memento of my brief romance with Jean. 

That day at Versailles we wandered 
about the palace, the first time I had ever 
seen it. “Some day,” I told Jean, “I 
want to live in a big house like that, a 
pink house, just outside of Paris. I want 
my own big car and beautiful evening 
gowns, and rings and necklaces and brace- 
lets, diamonds and rubies and pearls.” It 
was my heart, the heart of the eternal 
Cinderella, speaking. 


“T’LL get you the diamonds and rubies 

and pearls,” he said grimly. “I'll promise 
you rings and bracelets and necklaces. I 
love you. I swear you shall have them! 
But— “rather glumly looking at the pal- 
ace, “I don’t know about big houses.” 

“But why?” I bantered, shrugging my 
shoulders. 

“You can’t carry off houses,” answered 
Jean hopelessly. 

I often wonder what might have hap- 
pened had I allied my future then with 
Jean Batese, the Apache; had I become a 
pickpocket’s bride. My eyes get a little 
misty when I think of Jean Batese today. 
Many men have offered their love to me, 
but I have yet to find an daoration as 
sincere as that of this boy of the Paris 
underworld. 

One summer night, with a fresh basket 
of roses, I darted around a corner and onto 
the Boulevard des Capucines, trying to 
escape the vigilant eye of Jean Batese in 
case he was following me. Near the curb 
I noticed a car come to a standstill, and 
in the car was a dark handsome man 
whose face seemed vaguely familiar. I'd 
probably seen him in the cafes as I had 
danced amid the tables. In a flash I was 
on the running board, my basket of roses 
lifted high. 

“The Sparrow, eh?” the elegant man 
smiled. “Oh, I’ve seen you before, but 
tell me, you’re not going to be a flower 
girl all your life, are you? What are you 
going to do now that you’ve nearly grown 
up?” 

“T want to be an actress,” I answered, 
seriously. “I want to sing and dance in 
the great theaters.” 

“So?” said he. 

He seemed interested. I told him I had 
wanted to become an actress ever since 
I was a tiny child, but my wicked old 
“mama” had opposed me. I became ve- 
hement. I denounced my old “mama.” 
I knew I could become an actress. 

“So you want to be an actress? Well, 
that may not be so difficult. Jump in.” 
He opened the door of the car for me. 

I hesitated. I saw his eyes laughing. 
“Oh, that’s all right. Come along! You 
can probably give me an entertaining eve- 
ning. And you'll be paid well. Maybe 
better than you think, little Sparrow.” 
His eyes teased. 


JUMPED in. He gave some directions 

to the chauffeur. We glided through the 
park, and at last the car stopped before 
an exclusive cafe. At the tables were 
ladies in lovely gowns and men in evening 
dress. I slunk back, half timid and 
abashed. An obsequious waiter led my 
companion to a table. What would I 
have? I should order anything I wanted. 
For the first time in my life I lost my 
nerve. It was the first time I’d been in- 


vited to dine in a rendezvous of the elite. 
The poor sparrow was lost among birds 


of paradise! My host asked me to sing 
and dance. Many people in the place had 
nodded to him as he came in; he seemed 
well known. Wouldn’t I take my basket 
and sell my flowers to his friends, he 
urged. I saw the humorous twinkle in his 
eyes. I had my first and only case of 
stage fright. But I proved game. 

I wasn’t going to be fazed by these 
swell people. So, hiding my nervousness, 
mustering all my bravado, I got up and 
danced around the tables making faces, 
coquetting with my eyes, offering my little 
bouquets as I sang my songs. 
was empty when they began to clap their 
hands. “The Sparrow, the Sparrow!” 
They cheered, applauding and stamping 
their feet on the floor. 

My host rose as I came back to his 
table. Again I felt a shrinking within me 
as I compared the gorgeous gowns the 
women were wearing with my own soiled 
blouse and apron. “Ladies and gentlemen,” 
my host, smiling, addressed the assemblage. 
“You'll all be glad, I know, to share the 
good news I want to announce to the 
Sparrow tonight. I’m going to feature 
her as a star in my theater. I am going 
to make an actress out of her.” We sat 
down amid deafening applause. Then he 
told me who he was, Monsieur Paul Frank, 
impresario of the Olympia Theater, the 
greatest vaudeville house in Paris! 


EXT to M. Frank’s table I noted a dark 

stockily built man who was dining with a 
handsome woman. He now came over to 
our table. “Sparrow,” Monsieur Frank 
introduced us as the big man bowed, “let 
me present Monsieur Paul Poiret.” 

M. Poiret sat down. “If Monsieur 
Frank has engaged you to become an 
actress,” said the great Poiret, “I shall in- 
sist upon creating your gowns. What will 
you wear for your debut?” 

Imagine the poor little Sparrow’s emo- 
tions when the most famous costumer in 
Paris if not in the world offered to make 
her gowns! When she had worn only 
cheap cotton shirtwaists and ragged black 
skirts. Imagine that moment when, a flower 
girl of the streets, an urchin pursued by 
the police, a girl who found her tawdry 
pleasures in low Montmarte dives, was of- 
fered the opportunity of being featured at 
the great Olympia, the goal of every vau- 
deville performer in Europe. 

It seemed like a miracle. But it did 
happen. M. Frank told me he had watched 
me for a long time and that he believed 
I had a great future. 


5 MAS my debut at the Olympia on 
December 31, 1924. I was about sixteen 
years of age. I wore the dress M. Poiret 
designed. But—having decided that would 
be most effective at grave conferences— 
it was the sort of costume I had always 
worn, but glorified. A white blouse—only 
Poiret’s was of the sheerest silk with beau- 
tiful cobwebby open work. A black skirt 
—only this was of the loveliest sheeny vel- 
vet. A white pannier, or apron, but of 
flimsy crepe de chine, hemstitched and em- 
broidered with flowers. I carried a flower 
basket of silk and colored bows of ribbon, 
filled with orchids and rare blossoms. I 
sang my old street songs, and in a short 
time the Sparrow was famous! 

I saw myself billboarded all over Paris. 
I saw my name in electric lights. I heard 
wonderful things which the critics said 
about me. Some said I was even greater 
than Mistinguet and Spinelli! And later 
there came to me what was even a greater 
compliment, that Mistinguet said I was 
rotten and that Spinelli knocked me in her 
ints ws the newspapers. There was 
quite a tempest in a teapot over what 
Spinelli sa but most of the newspaper 
crvics defended me. 
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My basket | 


To be smart nails must be brightly polished 


Gleamin N. ails 


Whether your preference 
is for Natural Pink 


or Deep Rose 


ORTHAM WARREN, the au- 

thority on the manicure, has per- 
fected two liquid polishesso that every 
woman may have just the kind of 
lustre she likes, and the convenience 
of a liquid polish. 

The Natural Pink catches the nat- 
ural brilliance of the nails—gives 
them for almost a week just the soft 
rose lustre many women want. 


The Deep Rose gives an exotic note of 
color to the finger tips with the very high bril- 
liance fashion now sponsors. 

Before a fresh manicure, use Cutex Liquid 
Polish Remover to take off the old polish. 
Eachis 35c,or send 10c for samples of Remover 
and the color of Polish you prefer. Northam 
Warren—New York, Paris, London. 


Mail this 


I enclose 
1oc in 
stamps or coin 
for samples. 
(Please check 
your choice) 


Noarman Warren, Dept. X-3 
114 West 17th St., New York 
Natural 0 Deep Rose 0 
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Now! a real 
WAVING LIQUID 


Discovered by two French chemists, V/otoline 
sets your hair in waves that last from shampoo 


to shampoo. Wet your hair with Vlotoline, 
then curl with ordinary curlers or curling 
iron, (or have your hairdresser wave it). 
takes but a few minutes; the liquid makes the 
wave stay. Not affected by dampness or heat. 
You'll be amazed how beautiful your hair 
will be! Vlotoline is greaseless and harmless, 
4 oz. $1.50 
ae for 3 or 4 months. 


and contains no alcohol. 


OFFER — To prove 
what a remarkable 
Liquid this is, mail 
coupon with soc for 
a bottle of Vlotoline 

enough for at least 
4 applications. 


Utoroune 


Reg US Pas Ort 


Vlotoline Laboratories, Inc., Dept. D-3. 
224 East 42nd St., New York 


I enclose 50c. for which send me a bottle of 
Viotoline—enough for at least 4 applicauons. 


Name 


Address 


OPEN SHOP 
Back You 
The tight to own and 


$50 to $100 a Week 


Mar « 
ma 


Culture Book Free 
the aick road 
to To mdence an 


ne 
Write for free book. 


I 
Adele Nelson, Director 
Marsay School of 

219 W. Chicago Ave. 
valuable Py Dept. 1702 micage 


No Previous Experience Needed! 
VERYWHE RE women are earning money this easy, 
new way fou, too, may earnas plendid income, m 

your spare hours at home We need new members for 
our national organization to do Marcel Waving, Hair 
Cutting and Hairdressing at home. You may quic = 4 
become an expert. Complete instructions furnishe 


OUTFIT GIVEN 


We give you a real profe ssional outfit — free with 
our instructions yu can start your “beauty par- 
for” at once; a corner of a room will do. 

SEND FOR BOOKLET. Write today for illus- 
trated booklet telling all about this pleasant way to 
turn spare hours into dollars. Read how others are 
earning $3.00 an hour. Send name and address today. 


BEAUTY ARTS SOCIETY 
Ninth & Spruce Sts., Dept. 443, Philadelphia, Pa. 


I went to live in a nice little apartment. I 
hired a maid. Instead of hopping on the 
backs of automobiles for rides, I got my 
own car. And I did something else, for 
which I’m glad. I looked up my terrible 
old “mama.” I hired a clean lodging for 
her, and ever since have sent her money 
on which to live in comfort. I’m not keen 
about having her near me, but I’m glad 
she is not in want. And Jean Batese? 


OME weeks after my opening, when the 

Paris newspapers were still printing my 
photographs, I stepped from the stage exit 
one night to find Jean Batese prowling in 
the shadow of the dim alley. His cap 
was pulled down over his forehead. His 
hurt eyes burned upon me. Something 
about him filled me with a terrible mis- 


giving 

“Come, I want to see you alone,” he 
whispered tensely. “I’ve got something for 
you!” 


toward the street. 
fiercely. “Go and 
The police 


I started walking 
“No, no,” hissed, 
get a taxi. I mustn't be seen. 


are looking for me.” 
“Mon Dieu, what have you done?” I 
went ahead and hailed a taxi. Looking 


right and left fearfully Jean made a dash 
for it. I told the driver to take us to my 
flat 

When the door closed Jean flung his cap 


on the floor and wrapped me in his arms. 
He kissed me desperately, sighing, moan- 
ing. “My little Sparrow! Oh, it’s all over 


between you and me! You're going to be 
famous now. You'll be getting all the 


| rings and bracelets and necklaces you want. 


| 


But I’m glad for you! I wouldn't hold 
you back. I always felt I was never good 
enough for you! But I want you to have 
these. I promised you diamonds and pearls 
and rubies, and I’ve brought these for you 
to remember me by.” 

And from his pockets he took two hand- 
tuls of sparkling things and dropped them 
on the table. They cascaded from his 
hands like living fire. There was a neck- 
lace of wondrous pearls. There were rings 
set with oblong rubies and sapphires, there 
were flexible bracelets of diamonds. “I 
told you I would get you these ig 

“Mon Dieu,” I cried, horrified. On the 
table glittered small fortune in gems. It 
wasn't the theft that so unnerved me; it 
was fear for Jean Batese. “No, no, I 
can't take these. You must take them 
back where you got them.” 


H®« SHOOK his head stubbornly. “Oh, I'll 
make my getaway,” he said, thickly. 
“That's all right! But I want you to 
know I keep my promises. I wanted you 
to have something to remember me. I'm 
going to Africa, Algiers. The police never 
caught Jean Batese yet, and everything’s 
arranged, but they’re hot on my track. I’m 
glad you've got where you are, but you're 
out of my class now.” 

“Poor Jean!” my voice sobbed. “Jean! 
Jean! Why. why did you do this? Oh, 
you must take them back, you must get 
away. Why, how, did you steal these 
for me?” The jewels on the table seemed 
to spit angry tongues of fire. They filled 
me with a terrible fear. And yet they 
were the greatest tribute of love poor Jean 
Batese could have given me. He _ had 
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risked his 


freedom, 
threw myself in his arms, 


probably his life. I 
crying. 


He kissed me like a famished man. He 


began to shake w 


“Mon chere, Jean, I love you, 


vou.” Suddenly 
ascend and stop. 
a flash Jean was 
stiffened. 
“The  flic!” 
room. He noted 
inner bedroom 
there 
floor there was 
Jean dashed to 


hands I scooped 


Jean’s eves 


between two 


ith sobs. 
do love 


I heard the “lift” outside 
The doorbell rang. In 
on the alert. His body 


searched the 
an open window in an 
There was an area way 
buildings; from my 
a drop of two stories. 
the window With two 
up that sparkling loot, 


that pitiful tribute of his love and sneaked 


it softly into his 


grossed eyes scalec 
unheeded in the 
floor. Near the 
spouting went de 


coat pocket as his en- 
1 the wall. One necklace, 
excitement, glided to the 
window a rusted line of 
wn to the alley. Jean 


flashed a triumphant look at me through 


his tears. Jean 
just such channel 


didn't hesitate. One 


pressure of his 
cherie, ma cherie, 
one day again, I | 


GAIN the bell rang, insistently, 
I watched 


lessly. 
like, down the cr 
drop. In the dim 
a moment I 

Three times, 

Turning, terrified 
espied the 
What if they dete 
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blouse, and with 


I threw 


diamond necklace 


was an expert in using 
s for transportation. He 
embrace. One fierce 
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some day we will meet, 
yromise.” 


breath- 
he slid, monkey- 
eaking spout. I saw him 
light of the area way for 


saw him waving his cap. 


quickly, the bell rang. 
of the waiting flics, I 
on the floor. 
cted me with it? Stoop- 
flashing thing into my 
a bravado I did not feel, 


open the door. 
It was only Clothile, 
Here in your wonderful 


my maid. 


America, where 


you have so generously taken to your heart 


a little French girl of the streets, where 
there is so much excitement, where you 
make so much money, where rich and 


fashionable 
once sang in the 
I met the 
think of Jean. 


Apache boy I 


audiences applaud the songs I 


Montmarte cabaret where 
loved, I often 
Sitting in my apartment 


overlooking Central Park, I often seem to 


see far beyond, 
scrapers, far over 


far beyond your sky- 
the oceans to where the 


African sands reflect the heat of a torrid 


sun. And I 
army of derelicts 
ochre-yellow 


barracks ol 


can see a troop of that strange 
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Forgive Me My Trespasses 


[Continued from page 21] 


“Can I come in,” he said almost in a 
whisper. 

“You can not,” I told him decidedly. 

“Then listen: I got a big chance to do 
somethin’ for you. Say, if you only knew 
what I had up my sleeve! !f you won't let 
me come in there, come on over in my room 
for a minute. I got somethin’ I want to 
show you, somethin’ that ll knock your eye 
out.” 

There was something so intense about his 
manner that, in spite of what I had always 
wanted to call my good horse sense, I be- 
gan to tingle with temptation. 

“I might come down to the parlor, but 
I am certainly not going into your room at 
this time of night,” I told him. 


E WAVED my objection aside with a 
quick, nervous gesture. “Aw, be your- 


self! What're you afraid of? I ain’t gonna 
hurt you. I tell you I want to show you 
somethin’. I got somethin’ that'll make 


your eyes stick out.” 
Well, | went into Jimmie DeLong’s room. 


Most girls wouldn't have done it, but 
then, I was never like most girls. Also, I 
had a firm belief that 1 was able to take 


care of myself under any circumstances. 
I couldn't believe my eyes. Jimmie De- 
Long’s room, his bed, the chairs, were posi- 


tively littered with the most expensive ar- 
ray of dainty feminine clothes | had ever 
beheld at close range. Webby, silken gar- 
ments, stockings, gowns, slippers and a gor- 
geously brocaded evening wrap trimmed 
with ermine. The collection was worth hun- 
dreds of dollars, probably thousands. I 


think I must have turned pale. 

I could only gasp. I had always loved 
fine, beautiful things. I had been starved 
with a positively painful hunger tor lovely 
garments. Jimmie’s deep dark eyes never 
left my face. 

“Think you could use any o’ this stuff?” 

Could I use it? These things positively 
intoxicated me. Most women will under- 
stand. I was twenty, crazy about beautiful 
clothes and most of the time I wore shabby 
serge suits and shoes slightly run over at the 
heels. 

I forgot where I was, and what time it 
was; my pulse began to beat faster as one 
by one I picked up the garments and ex- 
amined them, almost with reverence. 

“Now I'll tell you where I got ‘em,” 
Jimmie said. “The public, you, nobody has 
any idea of the damn funny things that 
happen to us taxi drivers. I know a guy 
once that had a passenger fracture his skull 
when his head hit the top of the cab as 
they went over a rough crossing. The way 
I got this stuff is almost as nutty. It’s 
just one o’ them things that happen once 
in a life time. You can’t explain ‘em.” 


- PICK up a young woman on Fifth Ave- 
nue and take her over to the Bendex 
Hotel. She has me wait while the porters 
bring down the steamer trunk, and we rope 
it on the runnin’ board. She orders me to 
drive down to the Cunard pier, but on the 
way we stop at Altman’s on the Avenue. I 
wait around in the side street for an hour 
and a half, and she never comes out of that 
store, that’s all.” 

I looked at him in amazement, and he 
returned my stare steadily. “I never heard 
of such a thing in my life,” I said, com- 
pletely overcome. 

“TI never did either, but that’s what hap- 
pened this afternoon,” he told me. “Funnier 
things than that happen every day in New 
York, but this once it happened x. I 
didn’t know wha_ to do with the stuff, and 


when the woman didn’t come I brought the 
trunk back here. It was the only thing I 
could think of to do. I wasn’t sap to turn 
it over to the police, that’s a cinch.” 
“But what could have happened to her?” 
“You tell me, and I'll tell you, Miss Lane. 


A thousand things might have happened. 
She might have been arrested for shop- 
lifting, she might have fainted and been 


taken to a hospital. Maybe she fell down 
the elevator shaft. I dunno. All I know 
is that she never came back. I don’t know 
who she was, where she come from, or 
where she was goin’. If she wanted to run 
away and leave the stuff that’s her responsi- 
bility, not mine.” 

“But you could have inquired at the 
hotel,” I suggested, although I was still in 
a daze. 


“@URE, and have them check me up and 

take charge of the stuff, and that would 
be the last that Jimmie DeLong would ever 
see it. Nix. I’m too wise for that. That's 
small time stuff. At first I thought the 
trunk might be filled with bootleg, so I 
brought it up here to examine it, and what 
a kick, what a kick!” 

Even my inexperienced eye told me that 
these things were from the most exclusive 
shops and modistes. I held up one of the 
evening gowns to my shoulders. It was 
shimmering silver, my size. I could wear it. 

“What are you going to do with these 
things, sell them?” I asked. 

He smiled. ‘Maybe 
Want to buy ’em?” 

I laughed though I felt like crying. “A 
fine chance; but I’m going to dream about 
them. Like them? They're divine.” 

“I thought you would. Gee, I'd like to 
see you with those things on, Miss Lane. 
I'll tell you what, why don’t you slip over 
in your room and put on that evening 
gown? You know. Give us both a little 
treat. By rights you ought to be wearin’ 
clothes like this anyhow. You'd look a 
damn sight sweller in them than most of 
these dames that can afford them. Go on. 
Put on the outfit; the whole business. I'll 
bet you look like a million.” 


yes, maybe no. 


LL I could think of was the clothes. 

Jimmie helped me carry them over to 
my room and left me alone. My heart was 
thumping and I didn’t need any rouge to 
color my cheeks. Twenty minutes later, 
from the skin out, I was gorgeously ar- 
rayed. I wish I could describe the giddi- 
ness of sensation, the exquisite pleasure, the 
delicious sense of being at last perfectly at- 
tired. 

Something inside me bloomed like a 
flower. These clothes belonged to me. I 
belonged to them. We were each a part of 
the other. They were champagne for the 
soul! 

Jimmie DeLong came into the room, and 
the core of me thrilled as I felt the smash- 
ing effect I produced. By some heavenly 
miracle, the things suited me as though 
they had been designed especially for my 
slender person and coloring. 

He stood there looking at me, from the 
tips of my satin slippers to the crown of 
my blonde hair. 


“Isn't it wonderful?” I said. “It’s all 
complete.” 
He smiled. “Not yet.” His hand slipped 


“Here!” He extended to 
“They 


I didn’t show them to you 


into his pocket. 


me a rich, translucent rope of pearls. 
were in a case. 
at first.” 

I took the precious lovely things in my 
hands, ran them through my fingers; they 
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If the older set haven't come to this 
resort, the Younger Set are here. Ciel! 
What exquisite clothes! What artists in 
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Stick—and so many of the smartest ones 
are using Pompeian Lip Stick. Women 
are so clever today! They know this Lip 
Stick gives that natural, “cherry-ripe”’ 
color to their lips— that it is absolutely 
pure — and that it is very “chic.” 
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Irresistible Touch 
For Evening Use 


Blends the appearance of the arms, 
neck, shoulders and complexion into 
an entrancing, soft, pearly beauty. 
Blemishes are concealed and feature 
irregularities forgotten under the 
spell of an enticing charm. You 
possess ‘‘the dominating” appearance 
at any social affair if you use 


GOURAUD'S 


Quickly applied. Does not show the 
effects of perspiration or moisture, Made 
in white, flesh and rachel. 
secur Send 10c for Trial Size 


Ferd. T. Hopkins & Son, New York City 


“THE CONTROL OF BUSINESS 


Accountants command big iticome. 
Thousands needed. About 9,000 Cer- 
tified Public Accountants in U.S. 
Many earn $5,000 to $20,000. We 
train you thoroly at home jn your 
spare time for C. P. A. examina- 
tions or executive acccunting 
positions. Previous bookkeep- 
ing knowledge unnecesvary— 
we prepare you “5 ground 
up. ur training is super- 
vised by Wm. B.Castenholz, A.M. This Book 
C. P. A., assisted by staff of C. P. FREE! 
A.’s. Low cost—easy terms. Write 

now for valuable 64 page book free. 

LaSalle 


ty, Dept. 350-H Chicago 


‘Yes Are Wanted 


GOWN 
DESIGNERS—CREATORS 


Why not have many fascinating 
Gowns at big savings? Learn in 
spare time without leaving your 
home. 


Gown Designers—Creators get 
$45 to $75 a Week 


Many start exclusive Gown Parlors 
in their own homes Over 
22,000 former members now 7 
design and make their own + 
gowns and hats. Every Z 
woman-girl 15 up should 


mail the coupon to- Coupon 
(PARIS DANCE Sure. 
FROCK) Act immedi- a® Dept, F645 
= ately. Rochester, N.Y 
May be de s* Rush to me free 32 
chiffon or velvet. cr 
pice $65.00 and Millinery 
Shop reating 
Cost to Make 19.10 


Girls-Women 15 Up | 


had never before fondled such loveliness. 
| Around my neck they hung with the sweet- 
ness of a hundred springtime blossoms. 

Downstairs in the hall was a long mirror 
that reached the floor. It was nearing mid- 
night, and the danger of surprise from the 
other parties was slight We | slipped 
down the stairs, and Jimmie turned up the 
gas light in the hall. I was so carried 
| away with my own transformation that I 
| forgot the intense, admiring youth who 
| stood beside me. One of his hands suddenly 
touched my bare arm. He tried to kiss 
me. I pushed him away. 

“My God, I love you,” he said with a 
break in his voice. “You're the most beau- 
tiful woman in the world. I'd do anything 
for you. I'd die for you. Id be your 
slave!” It broke from him in a torrent, 
this sudden, unexpected outpouring of a 
fiery nature. 

I don't think that I was shocked. Cer- 
tainly, I was not stunned. More than any- 
thing else I was annoyed and mildly an- 
gered. “Please stop right now,” I said. “1 
don’t like it, so please don’t do it.” 

“I suppose I ain't swell enough—” he 
began hotly. 

“Possibly,” I retorted venomously. 

“Yeh! You and that old heavy sugar 
daddy you was with at the Plaza this after- 
noon. I ain’t good enough, eh? Well let 
me tell you something. He ain't been 
hangin’ any rags like them on you, has he? 
You bet your life he ain't! You stick 
around an old bird like that because you 
think he’s got money, and when a guy like 
me comes along and is plum crazy to do 
somethin’ really big for you, you begin to 
sprout icicles.” 

I turned and swept up the stairs. My 
face was aflame at his vulgarity. As much 
as I appreciated good clothes, I also ap- 
preciated good manners. Mr. Karby was a 
gentleman to the manner born, cultured, re- 
fined, poised; and this sort of thing be- 
longed to the gutter. 


[aa creamy, maddening to the touch. I 


joa was at my heels, and he followed 
me into my room before I could close the 
door. His face was pallid, and scared. “Oh 
my God! my God!” he moaned softly. 
“What have I done? What have I said? 
You got to forgive me, Miss Lane. I didn’t 
know what I was sayin’, but I’m that kind 
of a guy. You swept me clean off my feet. 
Forgive me, please forgive me. Look—” 
He fell to his knees. It was ridiculous, 
grotesque, and I began to be frightened. 
“In the name of God, forgive me!” 

“Don’t be foolish,” I told him, speaking 
briskly in the hope of bringing the situation 
| back to a normal basis. “I accept your 
| apology. Only we must understand each 
| other at once. I won't stand for any more 
| of this sort of thing. I had no idea——” 

He got to his feet and dusted off his 
knees. “Everybody on earth is crazy on 
one subject,” he said, “and I happen to be 
crazy about you. I been that way three 
months, and it just had to come out. But 
I want you to give me a chance, Miss Lane. 
I ain't a bad guy. On the level I 2in't.” 

“You can prove that,” I told him, “by 
leaving my room at once and never men- 
tioning this subject to me again.” 

He seemed to grow calmer and studied 
me with shrewd eyes; I had a_ nervous 
feeling that he was as stealthy, and as 
| patient, as a cat. 

“Right!” he said suddenly. “I can see 
you're a different kind of a girl than most 
of the dames I’ve been used to knowin’. 
That’s all right, too. I’m glad of it. I 
like refinement as well as anybody. Good 
night!” He went to the door. 
| “Dll leave these clothes outside your 
| room,” I told him. 

“I wish you wouldn’t, as a favor to me,’ 
he said with a new meekness in his voice. 
“T'll tell you why. It might look funny to 
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the chambermaid; might cause talk if I had 
a lot of women’s junk in my room. Put 
the things in your closet. It’s only a 
steamer trunk, and you'll have room. You 
can do that much for me, can’t you, as a 
favor?” 

Do you begin to see how he was playing 
on my love for fine clothes? He knew that 
these things in my possession would con- 
stitute an ever present temptation. He 
counted on their slowly poisoning my will 
power, and corrupting my resistance. 

In the end I agreed. The pearls, however, 
were too much of a responsibility and I 
handed them back. 

“Now I'll tell you about the pearls,” he 
said. “They ain’t real. They're only imi- 
tation, but they're good. You might as 
well keep the whole business.” 

“How long do you expect me to keep 
these things for you?” 


E DIDN’T answer; but I knew, as 

though by telepathy, that he intended 
never to take them back. I knew what he 
expected, and I also knew my own fiber. 
What I did was not exactly clean cut. I 
compromised. There was weakness in my 
decision, but I excused it in the face of my 
eagerness to play a while longer with these 
glamourous possessions. 

“Until the end of the week,” I told him. 
“I will positively not keep them any 
longer.” 

“How about that date? You can doll 
up some night in these, and I will——” 

“Once and for all, no.” 

He bowed with a touch of foreign grace. 

I was alone in my room. When I went 
to sleep that night it was to dream of shim- 
mering silks and glistening pearls. 

The following day at. the office I was 
not quite myself. My work was mechanical, 
distracted. Mr. Karby noticed it and seemed 
to feel something strange about me. 

“You are wonderful today, Miss Lane. 
You look like a person to whom something 
awfully nice has happened,” he told me with 
a smile. 

“It has,” I said primly. 

“So I gathered. I don’t know what it is, 
of course, and I won't presume to ask you. 
By the way, I was thinking, after I left 
you yesterday, Miss Lane. Tomorrow night 
I have tickets for the opera—the Metropoli- 
tan. Would you like to go with me?” 

The idea flooded me with emotion. All 
of my life I had heard of the Metropolitan 
Opera. To me, to all of New York, it rep- 
resented the very essence of social distinc- 
tion. Like a flash my mind flew back to 
the wonderful clothes hanging in my own 
humble closet. Clothes fit for the Metro- 
politan! A magic phrase formed in my 
mind. The Golden Horse-Shoe! 

“Will we sit in the Golden Horse-Shoe ?” 

Mr. Karby smiled and nodded. “Cer- 
tainly.” 


OR a moment I was unable to speak, so 
tight was my throat. You think I’m a 
fool? Well, I was twenty, and poor and 
burning up with those ambitions that are 
not generally considered illegal. I was that 
kind of a girl, at the time. 
I—” Tears blinded my eyes. 

Mr. Karby leaned over and patted my 
hand. “You dear child,” he said softly. “I 
think you're perfectly wonderful to be so 
kind to an old chap like me. You will 
come, won't you?” 

“I would love it more than anything in 
the world,” I said sincerely. 

I worked in a daze for the rest of the 
day. That night when I went home the 
landlady of our boarding house met me in 
the hail. Her face was strangely serious. 

“Did you hear the news?” she asked. 
Somet! } tone chilled the blood in 
my vein 

“What 

“Mr, DeL 
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who sat at your table was in an accident. 


Two taxicabs collided. Mr. DeLong was 
killed.” 

I stood there petrified. There was no 
grief, just a stunning, deadening shock. I 
simply could not believe it; my mind 
struggled with this sudden tragedy unable, 
at first, to accept it. 

“It is simply terrible,” the landlady said. 
“He was such a nice, kind young man. But 
of course you didn’t know him as well as 
I did. He had been in my house almost 
a year, a good boarder, and always steady 

” 


Not until I was in my room did my mind 
revert to the hidden finery in my closet. 
It was strange, but even under the awful 
circumstances I could still thrill with the 
realization that now, by this miracle of 
chance, I possessed a beautiful wardrobe far 
exceeding anything I could reasonably have 
hoped for. No one knew about the clothes. 
They were mine if I chose to keep them. 


OULD it be actual dishonesty if I kept 

the things? A thousand arguments, re- 
inforced by the desires of vanity, rushed to 
convince me that the precious garments 
truly were mine. Why not? Jimmie De- 
Long was dead; the girl to whom they 
originally belonged had vanished. “You're 
a heartless little beast,” I told myself. 
“You're figuring how you can profit from 
the death of that boy.” 

In my own behalf I can only set down 
that I had no clear realization of the actual 
fact of Jimmie DeLong’s sad end. There 
was nothing about him that was deeply 
imbedded in my mind; he was scarcely 
more than a stranger, despite the hectic 
event of the night before. Frankly, hon- 
estly, I was unable to work up any arti- 
ficial grief, any sentimentality, over some 
one I scarcely knew. 

But the clothes were still real, tangible, 
lovely. I crushed out the tiny pangs of 
what I supposed to be my conscience. I 
took out the things and spread their silky 
loveliness on the bed and at once I was 
under their spell. 

The dinner bell rang, but I had not the 
slightest appetite. Looking back now I can 
understand what might have seemed my 
lack of ethical humanity. At that time in 
my life I had a great deal of the hard, 
acrid, undevelopment of a green peach. 
Most of us, I think, change as we grow 
older and gain experience; in our youth 
we do things which would be entirely im- 
possible in later years. That, however, is 
just a theory; the fact is that I, then and 
there, made up my mind with a little grim 
click of decision. Fate had placed what I 
wanted in my hands, and I was not going 
to act with any sentimental foolishness. I 
wanted to keep those beautiful clothes, and 
I did. 


HE morning papers contained a para- 
graph about Jimmie DeLong’s death. 
In the afternoon papers there was start- 

ling news. One paper said: 

The police announced this afternoon 
that Jimmie DeLong, the taxicab driver 
killed yesterday afternoon in a collision, 
was in reality Jacques Leon, a notorious 
criminal who had served several terms 
in Sing Sing for larceny and house 
breaking. Positive identification was 
made this morning at the Morgue by 
detectives from police headquarters. 
Leon, the police claim, has been im- 
plicated recently in a number of loft 
robberies, and, it is thought, was re- 
sponsible for the slugging and robbery 
of several unwary passengers who had 
ridden in his cab for the last six months. 
Leon had operated under the alias of 
James DeLong and had covered his 
lawless operations with a seemingly hon- 
est occupation. 


This shocked me, but upon thinking it | 
over I was not surprised. It was easier to 


tan to edt the RIVE 
beauty points 
many women 
overlook 


and now, looking back, I can see how his 
excitable violent nature could easily have 
been linked up with a criminal career. 

None of this changed my determination 
in the slightest. Now, more than ever, I 
was set upon keeping the things. In my 
ignorance I believed it was impossible to 
trace their real ownership. 


A™ that day at the office I had been in 
a state of constant anxiety, or nervous 
anticipation. In the back part of my mind 
was ever present the fact of Jimmie De- 
Long’s death, but far more vital was the 
knowledge that tonight I would be sitting 
in the Golden Horse-Shoe at the Metropoli- 
tan Opera House with Mr. Karby. How 
vain and artificial it all seems to me now, 
how wonderfully brilliant it seemed to me 
then, when I was twenty, and alive with 
the eagerness of ambitious youth! Sud- 
denly my cup had been filled to overflowing; 
I forgot the dark dregs at the bottom. 

Mr. Karby, that afternoon, had told me 
briefly that he would call for me at six- 
thirty. I left the office early, and while 
Jimmie DeLong’s corpse was cold and stiff 
in the public morgue, I gowned myself 
with the fascinating loot of his dishonesty. 

When I met Mr. Karby in our narrow 
hallway, I had the heady satisfaction of 
knowing that he was struck breathless. His 
eyes flew open with astonishment, this fault- 
lessly clothed man of the world in formal 
broadcloth and brilliantly white linen. For 
a moment he actually seemed to gasp. 

He took my hand. “Exquisite!” he said 
fervently. 

His car, with its liveried chauffeur out- 
side, was a revelation to me. We glided 
over to Fifth Avenue and uptown to dinner 
in the massive main dining room of the 
Plaza. 


DON’T think either of us needed any wine 
that night, so exhilarating and delirious 
was the stimulation of our mutual excite- 


ment. Without vanity I can state that, al- | 
though Mr. Karby was accustomed to all | 
of this opulence, he was keyed to a high | 
pitch by the verve of a strange and, to him, 
exciting personality. To me, personally, he 
meant nothing whatever; it was the be-| 
wildering brilliance of rare experience, the 
surroundings that kept my heart pounding 
mightily and my head swimming. 

At the opera, thrill after thrill chased up 
and down my spine. Music, lights, perfume, 
the gleam of jewels and the glisten of white 
shoulders! These people were a_ million 
miles away from the grubby, work-a-day 
world that had been my life-long portion. 
A thousand new sensations poured through 
me, flooded me with the keenest pleasure. 
The music, gorgeous and soul-piercing be- 
yond words, caressed me with a thousand 
waves of ecstasy. Golden voices carried 
me out of this world and into some mys- 
terious, etherial realm. 

And all the while I felt the eyes of John 
L. Karby on me. ~ 

The heavy curtain descended as the great 
dome of the opera was ringing with song. 
All around me was the hum of happy con- 
versation, the rustle of silks and furs, the 
subtle aroma of wealth. 

“Would you like a bite to eat,” Mr. 
Karby suggested, “before you go home?” 

The fever of the evening still hung like 
a spell on everyone around me. I wondered 
where these people would go to dine after 
they left the great building. Greedily, I 
wanted the last drop of everything. Surely 


there would be some appropriate finale for 
such a gorgeous night; surely there must 
be some wondrous place at which they all 
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““Vasetine”’ Jelly helps you make the most of 

these five points. (Contributed by beautiful 

women everywhere, by beauty editors, and by 
stage stars): 

For scalp and hair—To dress hair and make it 
shiny, dampen slightly, spread a tiny bit of 
‘Vaseline’ Jelly over the palms of the hands, 
and apply to the hair. Then brush briskly. 
To treat the scalp, part the hair, lock by lock, 
massage the scalp at the part with *’Vaseline’’ 
Jelly on the finger tips. Leave on over night, 
then shampoo. 

To shape the eyebrows—Apply a bit of ‘*Vase- 
line’’ Jelly with the finger tip and shape with 
an eyebrow brush. 

To encourage the eyelashés—A \pely “Vaseline” 
Jelly with a tiny brush and leave on over 
night. 

For chapped lips and skin—Apply to the lips 
several times a day. Spread a thin layer over 
chapped skin and leave on all night. 

To beautify hands—If the hands are rough and 
cracked massage with ‘‘Vaseline’’ Jelly and 
wear soft silk or cotton gloves over night. 
If the hands are grimy from house or office 
work, massage with ‘‘Vaseline’’ Jelly and wash 
with a non-irritating soap. If the grime has got 
into the cracks of the hands, leave the ** Vase- 
line’’ Jelly on over night and wear gloves. This 
treatment makes the hands soft, and keeps the 
cuticle of the nails firm. 

“Vaseline” Jelly is so good for these beauty 

uses not only because it is pure and safe, but 

because it is an ideal emollient. —- a special 
jar for toilet use. At all druggists. And remember 
when you buy that the trademark *'Vaseline’’ on 
the package gives you the assurance that you are 
getting the genuine product of the Chesebrough 

Manufacturing Company, Cons’d. Write Dept. 

SS 3-27 Chesebrough Manufacturing Co., 17 

State St., New York, N. Y., for booklet of uses. 
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YOUR BEAUTY 


IS IN YOUR ‘ye 4) 


What fascination lies in deep and mysterious 
eves —eyes that owe their magic to the effect 
of long, luxuriant lashes. For it is the dark 
frame of lashes that is the secret of beauty. 
And how many lovely women know the sim- 
ple way to give their eyes this Striking appeal! 

Just darken your lashes with WINX, the 
harmless waterproof liquid. At once your 
lashes appear longer and thicker and your 
eyes dart thrilling glances! Easily applied with 
the brush attached to the Stopper ofthe bottle, 
WINX dries instantly and will nor rub or 
smear. At drug or department stores or by 
mail. Black or brown, 75c. WINXETTE (cake 
form), black or brown, 50c. U.S. or Canada. 


OFFER! Mail 12¢ for a generous sample of Winx. 


ROSS COMPANY 
249-C West 17th St. 
ew York 


N Waterproof 


Send for my FREE booklet which 
tells you how in a few days toelmi- 
nate and correct coarse pores,black- 
heads, wrinkles, pimples, freckles, 
excessive skin oiliness and other 
complexion blemishes, Also gives 
expert advice on how to make hair 
beautiful, and how to develop or 
reduce. Results guaranteed. Send 
for the booklet TODAY. Send no 


FREE 


=] money. 
Suite 20-63 . 
Lucille Young Bidg. 


FREE packace 
See Special Offer Below 
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why be blind? 


D' IN'T shut your eyes to the fact that blonde hair 
r 


equires special care Its texture is so delicate 

that ordinary shampoo methods may cause it to fade, 
streak or darken 

Yet now it's easy to keep blonde hair always lovely 

For there is a wonderful new shampoo, called Blondex, 

espe lly made r blonde hair only, that will bring 


ull its rich, golden beauty Keeps light hair from 


larkening Brings back the true golden sparkle to 
dull, dark, faded and streaked blonde hair. Not adye 
No harmful chemicals Leaves hair soft, fluffy, 
A generous trial pack- 
be sent you FREE if you write to Swedish 
Dept. 33, 303 Fourth Ave., 


silky. Nearly a million users 


Or get regular size package at any 
good drug or department store. 


foregathered to taper off from the high pitch 
to which we had all been exalted. I told 
Mr. Karby I would go anywhere he liked 

“Did you ever drink champagne?” he 
asked me. 

The word had a beautiful sound. Liquor, 
in any form, had never passed my lips; 
but champagne, to my enamored ears, had 
the sound of sparkling gems. “I would like 
it,’ I breathed, and then, with the in- 
stinctive caution of my puritanical upbring- 
ing I asked him: “It won’t hurt me? You'll 
take care of me?” 


E SMILED, and half put his arm 
around me in the throng as we left 

the boxes. “Of course I will,” he whispered. 
I was guided to the soft, snug seclusion 


of the marvelous automobile that seemed 
to set us apart from the cheap, surging 
traffic of a New York night. Mr. Karby 


gave a subdued order to his driver, and we 
skimmed away as though we rode on a 
magic velvet ccrpet, out of the mass of 
traffic into a wider, cleaner street of fash- 
ionable apartment houses. A numbness set- 
tled around my brain like a stone wall with 
which I was trying to imprison and hold 
every bit of the thrill the opera had given 
me. 

We stepped into a gilded elevator and 
went up as though we had conquered all 
laws of gravity. A door opened, and I 
stepped out on the thick softness of a great 
yellow rug. Crystalline bulbs shed a dim 
richness over panelled walls and rather 
formal furnishings of dull carved wood and 
tapestry. This was, I imagined, the exclu- 
sive rendezvous of the ultra fashionable, the 


|} almost regal supper club of Manhattan’s 
mighty. 
I waited an expectant second for the 


appearance of a servant, but it was Mr. 


Karby himself who threw open a heavy 
door, through which we passed into a 
spacious magnificent room. 

How shall I describe that gorgeous 
chamber after these years? In my mind 


it is now but a dim impression of high 
walls, luxurious furniture, glowing lights, 
blended into an oriental sumptuousness. 

Mr. Karby took the brocaded wrap from 
my shoulders; put aside his own silk hat 


| and his own wraps. 


“You like my place here?” He rubbed 
his soft hands together appreciatively. 


ECAUSE I was so overcome by all this 
luxury, I was instinctively determined 
not to show that I was impressed. “It is 
very nice,” I admitted. 
“My dear child,” he said, with an amused 
smile. “This is said by those who know, 
to be the finest room in New York City. 


| | thought it might impress you.” 


I told him quickly. “But we 

Where are the others?” 

a great plush chair, and 
bowed me into it. “Sit down and I will 
tell you about that, my dear. But first, tell 
me, have you any idea where you are?” 

“Of course I haven't,” I told him frankly. 
“I have never been to places like this be- 
fore. You know that.” 

“This is my home,” he said, with a little 
cautious uncertainty lurking behind the 
suavity of his manner. “Do you know why 
I brought you here tonight ?” 

My first reaction was bewilderment and 
almost paralyzed effort to link the owner- 
ship of all this lavish richness to the rather 
familiar personality of John L. Karby. My 
breath came faster. “You own this?” 

“Of course.” He smiled at me with satis- 
faction. “Do you like it? I can see you 
do. That makes me very, very happy. 
Please tell me you aren’t offended because I 
had the boldness to bring you up here. You 
know I am just a little bit proud of this 
place. You understand, don’t you? Please 
say you do.” 

I tore my attention away from the lux- 
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“Tt does,” 
seem to be alone. 
He indicated 


uriousness that surrounded me. Suddenly 
I was aware of a light in his eyes that 
started a host of suspicions in my mind. 

“Is there anyone else here except us?” I 
asked sharply. 

His eyes never left my face. “Why?” 

Fear quickened unpleasantly in my breast. 
All at once I wanted desperately to get out. 
“I think I will go home. I have a head- 


ache,” I said quickly. “Please take me 
down stairs.” 
He was sitting quite near me, and he 


reached over and patted my hand with a 
comforting gesture. “Now don't get ex- 
cited, Miss Lane. It’s all right. You're 
not living back in Pennsylvania, or wherever 


it was you came from. People do things 
differently in New York. Women go to 
men’s apartments whenever it seems de- 


sirable, and they are rarely compromised, 
almost never without their consent.” 

“But I didn’t want to come up to your 
apartment, and I certainly do not want to 
be compromised,” I said, a trifle wildly. 


“(YF COURSE, of course,” he agreed 
quickly, “I will take care of all that. 
You can believe me. I'm not in the habit of 
bringing beautiful young women up to my 
apartment.” 
“But your wife—is she here?” 
“T will tell you about my wife,” he said 


“That’s why I brought you up here. I want 
to talk to you.” 
A swift thought came to me. “Tomorrow 


at the office. But I have a headache to- 
night, really. I'll go now, if you don't 
mind.” I started to rise, but he gently put 
a hand on my arm. 

“Please, please don’t,” he begged. “After 
a while, if you like, but I want to talk to 
you first. Really, I do. You're the sort of 
a girl, in fact, you’re the only girl in whom 
I feel any confidence whatever. I have 
been studying you a long while, Miss Lane. 
You have been growing on me, and I have 
been wanting to know you better for more 
weeks than you can imagine. I am a lonely 
man; more lonely than anybody suspects.” 

I looked at his strong, distinctive face 
with the uncomfortable feeling that it was 
but a mask, a mirror that concealed a nature 
that stirred me with vague forbodings. “I 
am afraid I will prove a disappointment to 
you, Mr. Karby. You will find me awfully 
stupid about anything like that.” 

“Suppose you let me be the judge of 
that,” he said quietly. “I can see you are 
slightly nervous, but believe me, my dear, 
there is no reason for alarm. You will ad- 
mit, I think, that I am a gentleman.” 

“But it’s too late. I have to go down to 
the office early in the morning.” 


7 OT if you have been out with the boss 
the night before,’ he said with just a 
touch of slyness. ‘I think you and I ought 
to be real friends. Come, suppose we quit 
beating around the bush and settle down to 
perfect franknes. The fact of the matter is, 
you impress me more than anybody I have 
met in years. Yes, I will make it that strong. 
I like your looks, your manners; I like 
everything about you. It may strike you 
as odd that a married man should be talking 
this way to a single girl, but it happens 
that I am not exactly married. I am semi- 
detached, if you know what I mean. Mrs. 
Karby and I are not living together any 
more. Neither of us cares for the scandal 
that a divorce would make necessary. You 
know, of course, that in New York there is 
only one ground for divorce—But to all in- 
tents and purposes we are as thoroughly cut 
apart as though a dozen decrees apiece had 
been granted us. Mrs. Karby has an apart- 
ment of her own farther uptown. We have 
been apart for a year.” 
Despite myself, I was interested. Here 
was a man whose attainments to me seemed 
stupend revealing his most intimate 


thoughts to a young girl. I was Auman, and 


> 
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susceptible to this subtle form of flattery. 

I jumped to a wild conclusion. “You 
want me to help bring you together again?” 
I asked in amazement. 

“Heaven forbid,” he said positively. “I 
don’t want anything of the kind, child. 
What I really want, if you will pardon 
my frankness, is you, your company, your 
companionship. Every man needs feminine 
association of the inspiring kind. You see 
me every day at the office; you see me 
acting a cold, business-like part, like a char- 
acter on the stage. Don’t you know that 
that is only the false front I show to the 
world? Back of it all I am probably ten 
times as romantic as any young penniless 
clerk in my office.” 

“But you shouldn't,” I said with a ghost 
of the old-fashioned Pennsylvania morality, 
that had not yet been brushed off in New 
York. “It’s wrong of you; you shouldn't 
do it.” 


m HY is it wrong?” he demanded. “Is 

it wrong to be human? Is it wrong 
to satisfy the deepest promptings of your 
inner nature, your true self?” 

“Yes, and you know it is.” 

“Why ?” 

“It’s wrong because it’s wrong, and that’s 
enough,” I said primly. 

My attitude seemed to amuse him hugely. 

“Just a little country girl who believes in 
flannel underwear and good strong over- 
shoes! My dear, you’re far too beautiful to 
harbor any such mid-Victorian sentiments. 
A man is not exactly a viper because he 
pays you the compliment of finding you 
more interesting than any other woman he 
knows.” 

This conversation piqued my interest, but 
I was not conscious of any increasing liking 
for Mr. Karby. He was far too broad- 
minded for the ideas I cl.‘rished at the 
time, and I felt it rather a duty to set him 
right on these subjects; so much so that I 
began to lose my nervousness in regard to 
the unconventional situation into which I 
had been trapped. 

“I think you are extremely selfish,” I 
said with considerable impertinence. “All 
you have talked about was the way you 
look at things from your own viewpoint, 
not considering anybody else. If a girl in- 
terests you, do you think it is all right to, 
well—well, to absorb her? You don't think 
what that might mean to her.” 

“On the contrary, I have been thinking 
about that very thing, so far as you are 
concerned,” he said. “If I, to use your own 
term, absorbed you, it would mean a great 
many things to you. I am not one of those 
fools who expect something for nothing. If 
I become your major interest in life—’ He 
hesitated, looked at me as though he were 
trying to search the very depths of my soul. 
I returned his gaze steadily. “It would mean 
to you, Miss Lane,” he said slowly, as 
though cautiously testing the effect of every 
word, “it would mean, first of all, wealth, 
travel, jewels 


UST for the fragment of a second, I was 

intoxicated with a wild, selfish vision, a 
throbbing leap of the luxury loving streak 
in my nature. I am trying to be truthful 
and, I confess, that swift temptations as- 
sailed me with a thousand perfumed ar- 
rows. 

“But that,” I said slowly, as one stating 
a difficult fact, “is an insult.” 

“You have not been insulted; you have 
been paid a compliment. My dear girl, I 
think too well of you to regard you cheaply 
or in the faintest degree as an easy woman. 
I want you to think all of this over, weigh 
it, balance it against all other considerations, 
Don’t try to give me an answer now. We 
will forget it for the present; let it in- 
cubate.” 

I looked straight at him and he studied 
me for severa! seconds. 


“Before I take you home, I would like to 
show you through this apartment. I think 
some of the things might interest you. 1 
have some rare books, curios and several 
rather good paintings. But first, I promised 
you some champagne, didn’t 1? Wait just 
a minute.” 

The authority and magnetism of his 
manner had begun to dominate me so that 
while I was intensely eager to leave the 
place, I sat almost helplessly lacking the 
will power to bring my desire to an im- 
mediate decision. I thought it rather 
strange that with all this magnificence he 
did not ring for a servant. Mr. Karby 
seemed to read my mind. 

“Unfortunately I let all of the help go out 
this evening, and I will have to act as 
butler myself,” he said lightly. 

I was alone for a few minutes, sunk in 
the depths of a great yielding arm chair, 
my senses wavering with an under-current 
of half frightened excitement that seemed to 
paralyze all that was prudent and straight- 
laced in my heritage. 

The soft tread of feet on the thick rugs 
marked Mr. Karby’s return. He set a tray 
and glasses on a table; there was the pop 
of a cork, and the faint swishing noise of 
poured wine. 

“Here we are, my dear.” He reached 
over and handed me a slender-stemmed 
glass brimming with bubbling amber liquid. 
“Not enough to hurt you, just enough to 
refresh you pleasantly.” 


HEN he sat down near me with his own 
glass. He lifted it slightly. 

“To your eyes!” 

All of my life I had heard of champagne, 
but I had never even seen any before. I 
drank it out of sheer curiosity. This may 
be a poor excuse, but it is the truth! 

In after years, I learned something about 
champagne, but at that time I was so ig- 
norant I gulped it down as though it had 
been a glass of water. The effect was im- 
mediate and tremendously enlivening. 

What a few moments before had seemed 
to me a most serious situation, speedily took 
on the aspect of a delightful joke. I was 
immensely happy and I felt quite brilliant. 
I do not recall what I said to Mr. Karby, 
but at the moment I was sure that my con- 
versation was as sparkling as the wine itself. 

Amazingly as my _ spirits soared, Mr. 
Karby seemed to grow more serious. His 
expression became worried, and I smiled at 
his growing solemnity. I asked for another 
glass of the wine, but he carried the tray 
to another part of the room. 

“You have had enough for the moment,” 
he said. 

A delicious sense of restfulness began to 
steal over me, and I leaned back against 
the soft cushions with my eyes closed. 

“Shall we go now?” he asked. 

But I was too comfortable, just then, to 
move. “In a little while,” I told him. “I 
am enjoying this.” 

Very slowly consciousness stole away 
from me, and I sank drowsily into quiet, 
profound slumber. 


MUST have counted the passing hours 

subconsciously as I slept because a warn- 
ing voice within me, faint at first, grew more 
insistent until I suddenly opened my eyes 
wide. I was perfectly clear headed, and 
sharply aware of all that had happened. 
Most of the lights in the room were out. 
A shaded lamp on the table by the wall 
glowed softly, filling the room with a dusky, 
yellowish radiance. A small gilt clock on 
the table startled me with the hour. 

It was five o’clock in the morning. 

Mr. Karby was not in the room. I had 
not moved or changed posture from the 
moment I had closed my eyes, but being 
alone in a man’s apartment was mysterious, 
eerie. 

I sprang up and called to him in a voice 
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BATHASWEET 


The 


real 


secret 
of beautiful 


skin! 


The most important clue to true skin- 
beauty lies in the fact that no “‘ring’’ of 
dirt is left around either wash bowl or 
bath tub when Bathasweet is used. 


you exclaim, “‘what can that 
have to do with beautiful skin?"’ Just this: 

Beauty specialists agree that blackheads 
and most other skin blemishes are due to 
pores that have become clogged, often by 
their own secretions. The remedy is a 
more perfect cleansing method, and Batha- 
sweet offers the best method that has yet 
been devised. Its softening action enables 
water to dissolve dirt more freely and hold 
it in solution, as evidenced by the absence 
of the ‘‘ring."" When you use Bathasweet 
even the tiniest recesses of the pores are 
quickly cleansed. And the dirt is not 
washed back. As a consequence skin 
blemishes disappear and soon your skin 
takes on a clear, healthful loveliness such 
as it never knew before. 


The Luxury of the 
Perfumed Bath! 


No other road to skin-beauty is so sure, so easy, or 
so pleasant as this. The soft, limpid water feels so 
good! And then the delight of washing and bathing 
in water sweet-scented as a flower garden—that leaves 
about you a subtle, almost scentless, personal fragrance 
that is the very height of daintiness! What luxury 
can vie with this? 

Yet Bathasweet costs so little! 25c, soc, $1, and 
$1.50 at Drug and Department Stores. It has been 
used by gentlewomen for over 210 years. Will you, 
too, try it? 


A can sent free if you mail this cou- 
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So Soft 
So White 


By Edna Wallace Hopper 
Nearly every woman who sees them envies me my 


hands. They ask me how I keep them so soft, so 
white, so young 

They know that I travel all the time. My stage 
work ene ounte rs all sorts of grime and dirt nh most 
cities the water is hard. Yet the most sheltered 
women rarely have such hands. They never chap. 

The reason lies in a hand lotion perfected for me 
by great experts. I apply it whenever I wash my 


It is not greasy or sticky. It disappears at 


hands 
And it overcomes all that water does, al] that 


once 


soap does, all that grime does to the hands. Also all 
that weather does, all that the years do. My own 
hands form evidence supreme 

This hand lotion is now supplied by all toilet 
counters. It is called Edna Wallace Hopper’s Youth 
Hand Lotion. The'price is 60c 

I urge you to try it. I think I have tried nearly 
everything of this kind, but nothing compares with 
this A guarantee comes with it. Your dealer will 
return your money if it does not please. Go get it and 
see what it means to you 


For Free Trial Tube 


of Youth Hand Lotion mail this today to Edna 
Wallace Hopper, 536 Lake Shore Drive, Chicago, Il. 
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Shampoo for 50. 


The same fine liquid shampoo 
used in our Salons may be had in 
bottles for home use at only 50c a 
bottle. Enough for six shampoos. 
Mark wour etter Write for free advice and booklet. 


Suiters 04 Fifth Ave. 


New York 


Interior coating 


LEARN AT HOME 


salaried position. or start profit 
yourself in full or spare time 
mt New York decorators teach you 
Inside methods for professional 
or home practice. First practical method 


No special ability needed 
NEW BOOK 
Write posteard « for today. Explains 
rtunitios and ne 


method aot 
lucrative pro- 
Get this book! 


119 West 57th St..N.¥.C. 


| 


| bathrobe, 


| hard-faced men stood before us. 


| light picture for, you hounds! 


I scarcely recognized. “Mr. Karby! Mr. 
Karby! Where are you?” 
There was no answer, and I called again. 

This time there was a sound from a room 

connected by a passage with the one in 

which I stood. I heard his voice. 

“T will be with you in a moment.” 

I glanced in the mirror. My hair was 
disarranged, but I did not attempt to fix 
it. He came into the room with sleep in 
his eyes, his portly form clothed in a silk 
with a heavy cord knotted at 
the waist, a grotesque brilliance of silk 
pajamas showing below, his feet in slippers. 


“T AM so sorry,” he said with throaty 

apology in his voice. “I tried staying up 
with you until you woke yp, but I have 
passed the time in life when I can stay 
awake all night, so I thought it better to 
turn in myself and let you sleep it off. I 
imagined if you awakened, that you would 
call me. I'll telephone for a taxicab to take 
you home.” 

His eyes were slightly bleary, and I was 
filled with a deep repugnance for this situa- 
tion which had virtually been forced upon 
me. I found my cape swiftly. “Thank 
you, you needn't bother. I will go down 
and get a taxicab myself,” I said coldly. 

However chivalrous he had been earlier 
in the evening, a drowsy, early-morning 
surliness sat on his brow. His tone was 
reasonably polite, but I could feel the effort 
he was making. 

"7 am really very sorry, but if you in- 
sist 

I swept toward the door eager to be 
gone, and he followed me with sluggish, al- 
most doddering steps. I was as fresh and 
alert as the dawn which I saw breaking clean 


and cool, through the windows. At the 
door I fumbled with the lock, and his 
pudgy fingers turned the key and swung it 


open on noiseless hinges. 

We stood petrified! 

Unexpectedly, without warning, three 
It was as 
though they had risen up silently through 
the floor. My first thought was that they 
were robbers who had slipped into the 
building and gained the outer entrance of 
Mr. Karby’s apartment. Their faces were 
sinister, antagonistic, cruel. 

Mr. Karby’s countenance lost 
and became pasty white. 

“Here! Here!” he exclaimed, with a 
futile effort to make his voice belligerent. 
“What is the meaning of this intrusion?” 

But the command of the situation was 
completely in the hands of the three stran- 
gers. One of them spoke quickly to a 
second. 

“All right! 


its color 


Let ’er go! 


HEN, for the first time, I noticed that 
one of the strangers carried a camera in 
his hands. One of them struck a match; 
there was a bright blinding explosion, a 


sudden gust of smoke that clouded all 
around us. 

“Got it perfect!” One of the men cried 
triumphantly. 


The realization of what happened seemed 
to strike Mr. Karby and me simultaneously. 

“You damned dogs,” Mr. Karby cried 
hoarsely. “I know what you got that flash- 
I suppose 
you think you’ve got something on me at 
last ?” 

“Now don’t get sore, Mr. Karby,” their 
leader said, “We ain’t to blame for this, 
you know. It’s our job to get evidence, 
and it’s your own fault if you leave your- 
self wide open.” He turned to his men. 
“Come on, boys, let’s get out of here.” 


“You damned vultures!” Mr. Karby 
called them. “This is illegal. It’s house- 
breaking !” 

“Be yourself,” the leader shot back. 


“We're not housebreakers. You couldn’t stick 
us on that charge in a thousand years. 
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You've got to come to court yourself. with 
clean hands when you prosecute anyboay, 
and you've been breaking the statutory law 
yourself, remember.” 

“That’s a lie!” Karby boomed. 

“Your lawyer can argue all that stuff in 
court, sir, but I think the photograph will 
speak for itself. You have been alone in 
this apartment all night with the young 
lady, and you are escorting her to the door 
at five o'clock in the morning. We'll testify 
to that, and the photograph will prove it. 
It’s a cinch for Mrs. Karby to get her 
divorce now, and all the alimony she wants. 
Come on boys.” 

They turned, opened a door beside the 
elevator; trooped down the iron stairway. 
During all this, I felt as though my heart 
had not beat a single stroke. Mr. Karby’s 
baffled rage seemed to concentrate upon me, 
personally, as though I had brought about 
this catastrophe. 

“You little fool,” he said to me. “You 
little idiot, to bring all of this down on my 
head because you couldn’t handle a little 
champagne. A pretty mess you got me 
into!” 

A wild storm of uncontrollable weeping 
swept me with the force of a hurricane. 
This blaming me for the terrifying ex- 
perience was more than my strained nerves 
could stand. I tried to get hold of myself, 
but sob after sob racked me. I knew what 
I was doing, but I was powerless to stop it. 


R. KARBY was becoming frightened at 

my condition. He drew me back into 
the living room, closed the door, and put me 
in a big chair while he tried to soothe me 
with reassuring words. 

I was unsophisticated, but I was also 
wise enough to know that this would mean 
utter disgrace. The co-respondent in a di- 
vorce suit, trapped and photographed. My 
foolish, girlish vanity had brought me to 


utter ruin. No one would believe I was a 
good girl. How could they? 
My own parents; my sweet trusting 


mother and my stern, Puritanical father— 
the boys and girls I knew back home—my 
heart withered and died as the horrible reali- 
zation grew. 

“God, what a fool I’ve been!” Mr. Karby 
said in bleak despair. “My whole life 
blighted through one piece of folly. This 
is awful!” 

For the first time I was stirred with a 
quick, bitter resentment at the selfishness 
which totally ignored the disaster that had 
fallen upon me. 

“You—you—” My throat was so tight 
that the words could scarcely come out. 
“What—about—me ?” 

He looked at me as though I were dust 
beneath his feet. “Are you crazy?” he 
asked. “Don’t you know that whatever hap- 
pens to you is nothing to compare. with 
what this means to me? My whole standing 
in the community, my reputation, a long 
and honorable business career blighted with 
the mud of scandal? You are just an un- 
known girl, with nothing in particular to 


lose; but for me—this is tragic! 


HE insult brought me to my feet, my 
face flaming. “You have got to get me 
out of this!” I said. 

He was beginning to get control of him- 
self, and he smiled in a sorry fashion. “My 
dear young lady! Perhaps you can suggest 
a way? I would like to get myself out at 
the same time.” 

“Will—will that picture appear in the 
newspapers,” I asked tremblingly. 

I could see him turn sick. “That’s the 
hell of it. Of course it will, My wife is 
one of those good women who are never 
happy unless they are raising the devil with 
somebody else. Yes, I am afraid it will.” 

“You say your wife is a good woman?” 

“That’s what I said.” 

“Well, then, don’t you suppose that she 
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would agree to have that photograph de- 
stroyed if you would go back and live with 
her again?” 

“When I require any advice from you, 
my dear young lady, I will ask you to let 
me have it,” he said with a touch of his 
old time arrogance. ‘My private life is my 
own affair.” 

“No it isn’t. That’s a lie!” I said, with 
a flare-up of temper that astonished me. 
‘If you kept your private life really private, 
you wouldn’t have dragged me into this 
whole mess. I didn’t want anything to do 
with your private life, and here you have 
got me spattered all over with it.” 

“Well, let me tell you something, Mr. 
John L. Karby. I’m not caring a thing 
on earth about your private affairs. If 
you can be completely selfish, so can I. If 
you can take me and utterly ruin me % 

“Don’t you think that is an unhappy 
phrase—utterly ruin you?” he asked. 

“It is the truth. You know if that pic- 
ture appears in the paper and my name is 
mentioned in this scandal, it is utter ruina- 
tion for me. You've got to stop it, do you 
hear me? You've got to stop it!” 

“How can I stop it,” he said, beginning to 
pace the floor. “You ought to know what 
the private divorce detectives are. My wife 
will utterly glory in this opportunity to 
prove to the world that she was right and 
I was wrong.” 

“You are a rich man,” I told him, as I 
thought shrewdly. “Can’t you buy her off?” 

“She doesn’t need money; she has plenty 
already. What she wants is revenge.” 

“The detectives, then. Surely you could 
outbid her for that photograph.” 

“Oh, I'll try it,” he said with a sort of 
desperate fatigue. 

“You have got to do something!” 

“You can rest assured that I will do 
everything in my power to stop this,” he 
said, with a final grudging friendliness. 


“There is only one way to stop it. That 
is to go back to your wife.” 

“Never!” he declared bitterly. 

“You mean that you would rather see 
me made the victim of your own scandal | 
than to do the sensible, decent thing? A 
man at your time of life should be ashamed 
ot himself.” 

“T will not go back to that woman,” he 
said grimly. 

My heart seemed to freeze, to harden, to 
grow bitter. 

“Do you realize that you are sending me 
to hell? That you have it in your power 
to hush things up immediately by a recon- 
ciliation?” I asked him, with a steadiness 
that surprised me at my own self-control. 
“If I go to the dogs, you alone are re- 
sponsible !” 

“IT cannot help it.” 

Just for a moment we lingered in the 
doorway, my eyes blazing at his. He was 
stubborn, sullen, but determined with the 
headstrong perversity of a small soul driven 
into a corner. I found a little hard laugh 
coming from my other self, a self that I 
had never before known to be in existence. 

“You can’t get away with it!” I said, 
with my hands clenched. “You can’t put 
all the shame on me and my parents with- 
out paying the bitter penalty that will make 
your present troubles seem like play.” 

“Are you threatening me?” he demanded. 

“You bet your life I’m threatening you!” 
I told him brazenly. “I don’t know how 
I’m going to do it, but I do know this. 
If you make me fight you, I will never let 
up and I will win, too. Something tells me 
that. If you want to make a hell-cat out 
of me, I'll act like a hell-cat, Mr. Karby. 
If I’m going to be a bad girl in the eyes 
of the world, there is going to be nothing 
half way about it. I’m going to be the 
baddest girl that you ever had clawing at 
your back, and don’t you forget it!” 


ere you ever wished you could see into the future? Be glad you can't! Even 
at that moment when I stood facing Mr. Karby with my castles crashing 
around me, I realized that one evening's pleasure was going to cost me dear, but 
had I known the full price I was to pay I am sure I should have lost my reason. 
I will tell you in April SMart Set how heartbreak followed heartache until I, who 
only wanted to be happy, became the most miserable girl in the world. 


I Long for a Wife and Home 


[Continued from page 23] 


my daughter came home from the convent 
for the Easter holidays. She had written 
to ask if she might bring one of her school- 
mates and I had consented. Beryl was then 
ten, getting to be quite a big girl, but I was 
amazed when I saw the charming maid of 
fifteen Beryl brought with her. That was 
Sally. 

A child who was becoming a woman too 
soon. I stood aside and watched her at the 
party I gave for Beryl. She was a flirt, 
and a fascinating one, even at fifteen. The 
thought of marriage with this child did not 
enter my head then but when I wrote to 
Beryl after that I always inquired about 
her chum. When I sent Beryl gifts I al- 
ways sent a package for Sally, too. 

Beryl always said something about Sally 
in her letters and I learned that she was an 
orphan, whose up-bringing had been left to 
distant and disinterested relatives. When 
the summer vacation arrived, I suggested 
that Beryl invite Sally to spend it at our 
home. 

From that time on my heart was lost. 
Child or otherwise, I made up my mind to 
win Sally’s love. Just to have her around 
brought back youth to me. For two years 


I treated her as I treated Beryl, but all the 
time I was doing what I could to make 
Sally think kindly of me; to regard me as 
something other than a man who had a 
fatherly interest in her. 

I talked to Sally about business affairs 
and the more serious things of life. 
Naturally my greatest competitors were the 
young men she met but, without appearing 
to do so, I contrived to let her see that 
more mature men had something in their 
favor, to impress her that they were supericr, 
intellectually and otherwise, to striplings. 

I did not try to take any unfair advan- 
tage. Rather did I create opportunities for 
her to meet boys and girls of her own age 
socially and I imposed upon myself the task 
of keeping pace with them. This did me a 
world of good physically. Instead of per- 
mitting myself to feel and act like a middle- 
aged man, I worked to keep myself in the 
pink of condition. I spent hours in the 
gymnasium and I could out-run, out-swim, 
out-dance any of the college boys who 
swarmed about Sally. I could beat any of 
them at tennis and I could even pitch a 
nine-inning baseball game without suffering 
too much afterward. 
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“Six Months Ago 
All I Got 
Was Sympathy” 


a HY Ruth, what in the world has 
happened to you?” 
Frances Knight hadn’t seen me 


We were chums until she 
married and moved away. At that time I 
was on the verge of a breakdown. All my 
friends felt sorry for me. I was always tired, 
always weary, always despondent. My 
nerves were worn to a ragged edge. My 
head ached, my back ached, every bone in 
my body seemed to ache. All I got was 
sympathy—and advice. 


for six months. 


Naturally I tried everything that sounded 
reasonable. I took tonics, pills and powders 
until I was a walking drug store. Still, at 
that, my entire physical condition was that 
of an old woman. Though I was seldom 
really sick enough to call a physician, yet 
I was always so tired, so worn out. My face 
was drawn and haggard. My eyes became 
dull and sickly looking. My complexion 
was “pasty” and colorless. 


Then one day I heard someone refer to 
me as having “one foot in the grave!” 
What a shock it was to hear that! How 
angry I felt! 

I decided then and there to find “the way 
out.” How well I did can be seen by just 
looking at me. 


simply that of Annette 
Kellermann’s methods! I read, in a maga- 
zine, of Annette Kellermann’s life—how 
she, who is called the world’s most perfectly 
formed woman, was once practically a cripple; 
puny, ailing, always sickly. 


My secret is 


The story of how she dragged herself out of misery 
and actually made of herself the lovely, healthy, beautiful 
woman she is, gave me new hope and new faith. I wrote 
to her for her book, “The Body Beautiful,” which 
describes her methods. 


To that little book, I can truthfully say, I owe the 
wonderful health and exuberance of spirit that is 
mine today. 


Miss Kellermann is now anxious to give every woman 
the benefit of her simple 15-minute-a-day system and 
invites you to write a letter or mail the coupon below 
for her new book, “The Body Beautiful.” There is no 
charge or obligation. No salesman will bother you. 
The book will be sent free, if you will only write for 
it. And you can judge at your leisure whether or not 
you can afford to miss this opportunity to make a“new 
woman” of yourself, as over thirty thousand women 
have done. 


Just address Annette Kellermann, Inc., Dept. 403, 
225 West 39th St., New York City. 


ANNETTE KELLERMANN, Inc., Dept. 403 
225 West 39th St., New York City 


Dear Miss Kellermann: 
Kindly send me. entirely without cost, your new 


book “The Body Beautiful.” am __ particularly 
interested in 

(1 Body Building 00 Weight Reducing 
Name.. 
Address 
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GIRLS are ° 


“Doing WONDERS 
with Saxophones 


The stage door is open to the girl who 
can play a Buescher. Good pay, on a year- 
round vacation of travel. That's the life! 


Easy to Learn 
Girls are doing wonders with Buescher Saxo- 
phones. Easiest of all instruments for a girl to 
play. Learn scales in one hour, tunes the first 
week, and in ninety days take your place with 
one of the charming Girls'-Bands in Vaudeville. 


True Tone -Assures ‘Progress 

But only with the Buescher is rapid progress 
assured. Buescher patented features make 
blowing and fingering easy.BuescherTrueTone 
makes every tone perfect. 

Three lessons given on request with each new 
instrument. Easy terms of payment. Play while 
you pay. Send for your favorite instrument on 
six days’ free trial. Mail the coupon today for 
beautiful literature. 


BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO. 
Everything in Band and Orchestra Instruments 
1909 Buescher Block Elkhart, Indiana 


“Band and 
INSTRUMENTS 


Mail _This ( Coupon | TODA Y 
SHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO. 359 


909 Buescher Block, Elkhart, Ind. 
Gentlemen : Without obligating me in any way please 
send me your free lite: eaters, I am interested in the in- | 
strument checked belo 
| Saxophone) Cornet{_] Trumpet OTrombone() Tubal) | 
Mention any other................... How old are you? | 
| Do you play any instrument? __ 
Write plainly, Name, Address, Town and State 
in Margin Below | 


Complete instructions on the whole 
art of making cakes, cookies and 
puddings Eve — you could pos- 
sibl nt ow Every 
clea ex} af, pages Scores 
of llustr ations. 133 recipes 
sented as recipes never were pre- 
sented before A real bargain. Mail 
only 50c in coln or stamps 


Woman's Institute 
Dept. 906-Q 
Scranton, Pa, 


There is this to be said about marriage 
between a man of forty and a girl half his 
age: If the girl is not too frivolous she will 
keep her husband on his tees and help him 
retain the spirit of youth long after other 
men of his age have settled to the monotony 
of middle-aged existence. 

When I thought the moment for me to 
declare myself had arrived, I told Sally 
how I loved her, in a much deeper way 
than as a daughter. She was not nearly so 
shocked as I feared she might be. She had 
kissed me many times before but never as 
she kissed me now. 

“My very own dear daddy,” she whis- 
pered, “do you think I have been blind? 
Well, not nearly so blind as you have been, 
or you would have seen how much I love 
you and how I hoped you would want to 
marry me.” 


FELT too exalted in my happiness to say 

much, but now that I was sure of Sally 
and had her own declaration that she loved 
me I began to bring up all the obstacles 
to our happiness. Possibly the conservatism 
which had made me successful in business 
compelled me to look for weak spots in our 
plans. When a business proposition is sub- 
mitted to me I invariably discount whatever 
representations are made in its favor by at 
least fifty percent. Without, of course, in- 
dicating to Sally that I held our relationship 
as a business proposition, I discounted its 
possibility of success even more than fifty 
percent. I wanted our married life to be a 
sure-fire success. I had failed in one mar- 
riage and it had been the first and only 
failure of my life to that time. I guarded 
against a second failure in marriage even 
more than I would have guarded against a 
business failure. 

I called attention to the disparity in our 
ages and asked her to think ten years ahead, 
when I would be fifty and she only twenty- 
seven. I told her to look ten years beyond 
that when I would be sixty and she still a 
young woman of thirty-seven. I reminded 
her of youths who were crazy about her, 
young men of family and of even greater 
wealth than I. I conjured up all the disad- 
vantages I could think of because, honestly, 
it occurred to me that I might be doing this 
beautiful young bud a deep injustice. 

“Why, you darling old duck,” she said, 
“anyone would think you were trying to get 
out of marrying me. Well, you can’t do it. 
I’ve accepted your proposal and if you try 
to get out of it I'll sue you for breach of 
promise. 


HE idea of trying to compare any of 
these boys with your own strong self. 
| Don’t you think I know how much more a 
man like you is worth. I’ve thought about 
all of those things and you can’t discourage 
|me. And besides I love you. So there!” 

That sounded very brave, but also very 
youthful. Only a very young girl would 
have said what Sally said, but she was en- 
thusiastic and sincere and I reasoned at the 
time that enthusiasm and sincerity are ex- 
| cellent qualities to put behind any cause. 
| We were married and there followed the 
finest and happiest days of my life. I was 
living in paradise, a fool’s paradise, perhaps, 
but I could never figure out what difference 
that made so long as it was my own para- 
dise. 

My first wife had wanted more money 
than I could provide. Sally had no com- 
plaint in this direction. I was making 
money faster than I ever had before. 

Sally had, so far as her requirements were 
concerned, unlimited means at her disposal. 
I opened charge accounts for her at almost 
every store and shop on Fifth Avenue. Sally 
went on wild buying sprees and decked her- 
self out in the most gorgeous and barbaric 
clothes. But however exotic and bizarre, 


'she was always fascinating to me and I en- 
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couraged her to buy what she liked. She 
was a doll, a plaything, a pet, a constant joy 
and amusement to me. 

I am a manufacturer of toys and inventor 
of games for children. My business had 
been tremendously prosperous in_ recent 
years but I was always trying to conceive 
new jim-cracks to amuse children. I would 
try out those toys and games on Sally and 
Beryl, treating them both as _ children. 
From their likes or dislikes I could tell pretty 
well whether my ideas would be successful 
or not. 

Yet the very methods which made a suc 
cess of my business helped ruin my mar- 
riage. I was absorbed in these affairs and 
was making them the big thing of my life, 
giving my business the most thought and 
study when I should have given the most 
thought and study to marriage. 

I thought it was enough to keep Sally 
happy with material gifts and lots of af- 
fection, but even young wives want more 
than that. For instance, there was the 
house I built. I bought a fine piece of 
wooded land in one of the most exclusive 
suburbs in New Jersey. I told Sally nothing 
about it. With the architects I planned the 
house and laid out the grounds. Having 
been an interior decorator in my youth I 
furnished the house myself 


ALLY knew nothing about this present 

for her until it was completed. It was 
meant to be a beautiful little surprise palace 
for my queen, but that was a grave mistake. 
While Sally had no taste for fine furnishings 
and no talent for decoration she should have 
had a part in its planning and building, 
from the very start. As it was, it was never 
home to her, any more than a furnished 
apartment or a suite of rooms in a hotel 
would have been home. 

While she never voiced any complaint, 
she felt it and, no doubt, there was vague 
realization that she herself was a part of 
the ornamentation of the house, the same as 
the Gobelin tapestry or the Louis XIV 
chairs. 

It was at this period of our married life 
when I was rather shocked by an incident 
which revealed a trait in my wife’s character 
of which I never before dreamed. I learned 
that she was somewhat heartless, even cruel. 
A short time before I had given her a little 
car which she drove herself. One afternoon 
when she parked it in front of the house 
I observed that one of the fenders and the 
hood were splattered with blood. I asked 
her what had happened and she confessed 
that she had hit a horse, cutting the animal 


badly. “But I got away before anyone 
could get my number,” she told me glee- 
fully. 


As I looked back upon this incident I 
wonder if what a friend told me since I have 
been divorced is true. He is one of the 
friends who says I treated both of my wives 
too kindly. He has had a great deal of ex- 
perience with women, has made a study of 
them, as he calls it, and he says a certain 
type of woman requires actual abuse to 
“keep her in line and keep her happy.” 

Some of his ideas are repugnant to me; 
they would be to any man with a sense of 


chivalry. But this is what he told me not 
so long ago: 
HERE'S no use talking, Sam, you might 


as well realize that such women exist in 
the world, even in the highest classes and 
the best families. These women won't stay 
loyal unless you give them some down- 
right neglect and abuse once in a while. 
You can’t treat them too kindly. If you 
do they'll start looking around for somebody 
who will give them what they are looking 
for. I don’t favor it any more than you 
do but you can’t go against human nature. 
This type of woman needs to be slapped 
to sleep about once a week and she stays 
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happy as long as you continue the treat- | 
ment. She gets half her kick out of life | 
from the joy of making up after a good 
rough-house. She is a sister of the woman 
who is never happy unless she is enjoying 
miserable health or can find something to 
weep about.” 

At any rate, shortly after our marriage, 
Sally began to display characteristics which 
worried me. For one thing, she assumed a 
different attitude toward Beryl. They had 
been chums, despite the difference in their 
ages, but now that Sally was Beryl’s step- 
mother, she began to assume a dictatorial, 
step-mother attitude toward her. 

Perhaps, in a way, Sally was jealous of 
Beryl, jealous because Beryl’s mother was 
the first woman to hold my affections. 

Sally used to ask me what sort of woman 
my first wife had been. I told her frankly 
all of the circumstances and she would al- 
ways throw her arms about my neck and | 
cry, “She was a hateful old thing, and I’m 
glad she did leave you or I wouldn't have 
you now.” 


ye RE you sure you won't leave me the 


same way,’ I asked her one time, 
playfuily. 
“Never! Never! Never!” she cried, 


hugging me as if she were afraid I might 
get away from her. 
But she did leave me. 


Make this 


The suburb in which I built our home 
was made up of a newly-rich, swift-moving 
set, and it was within comfortable motoring 
distance of the New Jersey coast resorts. 
Quite naturally Sally and I became attached 
to this set and we were continually dashing 
about with them on what they called good 
times. There was always card playing, 
dancing and considerable free and easy kiss- | 
ing between men and women who were 
married but not to each other. Then there 
were beach parties which Sally loved and 
it was astonishing to see how much of their 
figures the women and girls could show 
without actually being naked. 

I suppose it was my age beginning to 
assert itself. I didn’t like their sort of dis- 
play and I told Sally I should prefer her to 
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single lock of your hair to Safe. Takes 
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and restore graying parts—to make the hair 
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Over 10,000,000 women have used it as the 
sure way to avoid detection ... and because 
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messy old-time dyes. This is clean and color- 
less. You simply comb it through the hair. It 
will not wash nor rub off. 

Gray hair lacks color pigment. 
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We send you free a sample of Mary T. Gold- 
man's Hair Color Restorer. You snip off a single 
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see exactly what results will be. Thus take no 
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few cents’ worth restores original color per- 
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and delighted. 


FREE ------------------. 


6 
only 7 or 8 


i i 
{ Mary T. Goldman, 1342-C Goldman Bldg., St. Paul, Minn. i 
' Please send your patented Free Trial Outfit. X shows color of hair. Black.. dark brown...... medium ! 
! brown...... auburn (dark red)...... light brown...... light auburn (light red)...... blonde...... ! 
L 


be less daring in her choice of bathing c0s-| Do You Like SMART SET? 


This was really the first time she expressed 
strong opposition to my wishes. She told 
me if there was anything wrong it was in 
my own mind and said that I was behind 
the times. 

Perhaps I was. Perhaps I don’t know} 
anything about the present-day standards 
of morality. I observed that it was always | 
the old or middle-aged men who turned to | 
look after girls wearing short skirts on the | 
streets or two-thirds nude bathing costumes 
on the beach. The younger fellows appar- 
ently did not get excited about the dimples 
in a woman’s knee. 


T WAS a much harder puzzle for me to 

solve than the many I have invented for 
children, but I can say for Sally that she 
apparently made no outward attempts to at- 
tract other men. 

The only indication that anything might | 
be wrong was the number of dances she 
had with young Franklyn Airdale, the son 
of a wealthy old local family. Yet Franklyn 
was a steady going fellow, a senior in col- 
lege and he was always most respectful to 
me. 

One night as I kissed Sally, it seemed to | 
me she had been crying. Her eyes were red | 
and she was nervous and distraught. 

“What is wrong, dear?” I asked her. 

“Nothing at all,” she assured me. “Just 
a slight headache.” 

At dinner she left her food almost un- 
touched and when I became alarmed and | 
tried to find out what was the matter with | 
her she burst into tears and ran to her| 
room. | 


Wouldn't you like to have 


SMART SET entertain you 


every month with its throbbing soul-stirring true stories about 
LIFE and LOVE—stories told by real human men and women 
who have actually lived through the most startling and extra- 


ordinary experiences? 


Then here is an opportunity you’ve been looking for—an 
opportunity to get 24 big issues of SMART SET at the 


special low price of $4.50. Y 


Simply mail the coupon today. 


SMART SET, Dept. 327, 
119 West 40th Street, New York, 


(EXTRA COPY FREE: If you 


Clip and Mail Now 


Yes, I do like SMART SET. Please send it to me for two years (24 
Big Issues) at your special price of $4.50. I will remit on receipt of your bill. 


will add an extra issue to your subscription as our discount for cash.) 


ou need send no money now. 


N. Y. 


send remittance with your order we 
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mond, sparkling with colors of the 
rainbow. It is set in an attractive, 
engraved 18 KT. SOLID WHITE 

iD mounting. Two biue 
sapphires are set in shanks 
Guaranteed to stand 
_ enytest. 

KARAL $1 oF 

A CARAT 
Decide what size diamond 
you want and figure price 
at this rate. Pay small de- 
posit, balance in 12 equal 
monthly payments, Retail 
value over $300 per carat. 
We allow 8% a year in- 
crease in exchange value. 


NO RED TAPE 


All credit dealings confi- 
dential. You get quick de- 
livery and best of service. 


a1 YEAR TO PAY 
Choose article you want, 
either from this advertise- 
ment or from our catalog. 
Pay smal! deposit and bal- 
ance in weekly or monthly 
payments. There is no 
extra charge for credit. 
LOWEST PRICES 
EASIEST TERMS 
We have a thousand and 
one bargains to choose 
from. Try us first. Get ac- 
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MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE 
You get our gold bond 
written guarantee that 
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— if not satisfied. 
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This beautifully illustrated jewelry book brings our 
jewelry store into your home. You can save by or- 
dering from this book. Just fill in and mail the coupon. 
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be sent with order if you prefer.) 
oO Please send your big new free catalog to me, show- 
_ ing diamonds, watches and jewelry at special low 
prices, on easy-to-pay terms. 


[TEAR OUT & MAIL 


! I followed her and took her in my arms. 
She cried bitterly for several moments and 
then she sobbed: 

“Sam, I don’t love you any more and I 
can’t live with you any longer.” 

“Come now, you don’t mean that at all,” 
I whispered. “Tell me what is wrong. Tell 
me what I have done to make my little 
girl cry like this.” 

“That is what makes it so hard,” she said 
through her tears. “That is why I feel so 
| badly. You have been so good to me, so 
kind. You haven’t done anything to make 
me unhappy. I’ve tried to be a good wife 
to you, so far as I knew how, but I don’t 
love you. I’m afraid I've never really loved 
you as a girl should love the man she mar- 
ried.” 


fe how did you come to find it out?” 
I asked her. 

“IT don’t know.” 

“Just who is it you do love, then?” 

“No one,” she sobbed. 

“Yes, there is,” I disputed. “It will do 
you good and help a lot if you tell me.” 

“I’m afraid I love Franklyn,” she con- 
fessed. 
| “Young Airdale, eh?” 
| “Te.” 
| 


“And he loves you?” 

“Yes, but he is so noble, so honorable 
| that he will not say so or do anything about 
it so long as I belong to you, so long as I 
am the wife of another man.” 

“But if you were not married, then he 
would want you for his wife,” I said. 

“Yes, oh, yes. Surely.” 

“Well, dear, you are my wife and I in- 
tend that you shall continue to be my wife,” 
I told her. “Franklyn is only a boy, even 
though he is about your age. He is not as 
old as you are in experience. There is 
nothing more or less than infatuation on his 
part and on yours. You are so much more 
beautiful than any other girl he has known 
that I’m not surprised that he has fallen 
in love with you. 

“The thing to do is to give him a chance 
to fall out of love. Suppose you and Beryl 
go down to Palm Beach for a month. I 
won't go with you, so you won't have me 
to influence you and all I ask is that you 
promise not to have any sort of communica- 
tion with Franklyn while you are away.” 

“I’m willing to do as you say, my poor 
dear, but it won’t make any difference.” 

She was right. A month away from me 
only strengthened her belief that she really 
loved me no longer and that life would not 
be worth while unless she could have 
Franklyn Airdale. 

No argument could convince Sally that 
she was wrecking her own life as well as 
mine. So I agreed to pay her way to 
Reno, Nevada, and to give her money to 
live on until she established residence and 
got her divorce. 

My soul was in a state of torment before 
Sally departed. I watched after her like 
the father I had been to her once, and fol- 
lowed her about the house I had built for 
her but which so soon was to be a home 
without a mistress. I even went to her 
room and took little trinkets which would 
remind me of her. 

I have been convinced by her conduct 
that women are essentially cruel and selfish. 
| Sally thought only of the happiness she be- 
lieved in store for her. Before she left for 
Reno she went to the stores where I had 
| opened accounts for her and charged gowns, 
dresses, hats, shoes, stockings, lingerie, even 
jewels—all to make herself more attractive 
for another man. I paid for them. I didn’t 
complain. My friend who believes that 
some women should be abused says I was 
a prize boob. 

So Sally went to Reno and in due time 
she obtained her divorce. While she was 
there she wrote me several times, trying to 
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justify her action and asking for money. I 
sent it to her. Prize boob? She wired me 
happily the day the final decree was signed. 

I thought the best way to forget my sor 
row and forget Sally would be to fill my 
life with gaiety. I turned my home into an 
open house for all the blithe spirits on 
Broadway. I became known as the Prince 
of Spenders and at my week-end parties 
were always a half dozen or so of the most 
beautiful music show queens, whose charms 
dazzle New York. 

In a spirit of sardonic humor, without the 
slightest thought of revenge, I invited 
Franklyn Airdale to one of my beach parties. 
I held no malice against Franklyn. I could 
not find it in my heart to blame him nor 
to blame Sally. What had happened to me 
was inevitable. 

Still it was I who introduced Franklyn to 
Geraldine Wheeler. Geraldine made no 
secret of the fact that she had gone on the 
stage with matrimony as an objective. 

Just by chance I had told Gerry that 
Franklyn Airdale was one of the wealthiest 
young men in the. country. When I intro- 
duced them Franklyn gasped, then exclaimed, 
“Where have you been all my life?” 

Gerry smiled languidly and Franklyn led 
her away; then she tantalized him by not 
having any more to do with him that after- 
noon. 

Perhaps that is why he followed her. back 
to New York, met her at the stage door a 
few nights later and raced with her over 
to New Jersey where they were married. 
Now look where that leaves me! 


HE girl I adored, and planned the re- 

mainder of my life for, dropped me with 
little more thought than she would have had 
in discarding a last year’s hat to marry a 
boy with whom she was infatuated but he 
forgot all about her as soon as he saw a 
prettier face and didn’t even take the trouble 
to let her know he had changed his mind. 

Here I am, twice married and twice a 
failure as a married man. I am branded in 
the marriage market as plainly as if I had 
my initials burned in my forehead. The 
kind of a girl I would like to marry is pro- 
tected by wise parents who regard me as 
slightly soiled, second-hand goods. 

As soon as Sally received her divorce I 
cut off her supply of money. I believe 
everyone will admit I was justified in that 

I wondered what she would do. She had 
no way of earning a living. A divorced 
woman’s beauty is not ordinarily at a pre- 
mium in the marriage market. 

I was not surprised when she telephoned 
me a short time ago at my office. She as- 
sured me it was purely an impersonal call 
She merely wanted to know if I was well 
and if I had recovered from a slight cough 
from which she heard f had been suffering 
for several weeks. Would I let her know 
if there were anything she could do for me? 

I cut the conversation short. Sally’s voice 
seemed full of tears and I cannot bear to 
hear or see a woman cry. Then I told my 
telephone operator I was not to be in if 
she called again. But did I mean it? Was 
I sure that I didn’t want to talk to her 
again? 

As I said before, it has proved good busi- 
ness for me to be finished with man or 
woman when they have been unjust or un- 
fair with me. But I am wondering. 

Can the rules of business infallibly be ap- 
plied to marriage and love affairs? I am 
unhappy without Sally. Would I be happy 
with her again? She was a good little wife 
and a comfort and joy to me before I lost 
her. Would she be the same again if | 
took her back? Has she learned her lesson? 
Or might she do the same thing over again? 

I wonder if Sally herself knows the 
answers to my questions? 

She will phone me again. Shall I, or shall 
TI not be in to her? 


know 
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Won’t You 
Come Back to 
Mer 


[Continued from page 33] 


ilways the beautiful things in the world bring 
thoughts of you. Ii I had not long ago cast 
off my childish belief in God as a personality 
! could willingly enter a nunnery and find 
the strange peace of mind that comes with 
ill renunciation of worldly things. Oh, my 
darling, can’t you see that I am really suf- 
fering? Can't you find it in your heart to 
make me happy again? 

In anguish of soul, my spirit has rushed 
breathlessly after you through the moon 
drenched nights, stumbling, falling, crying 
your name, forgetful of everything but the 
overwhelming desire to catch up with you. 
But you are too quick for me, Pan. You 
always were. I am like a swimmer breasting 
the current. 

There I go, soaring up among the clouds 
again, most likely annoying you with what 
you call “sentimental nonsense.” But that 
is the way I love you, darling. I can’t be 
sane and keep both feet on the ground when 
I am trying to put into words my love for 
you. Once more I have had to tell myself, 
‘He is gone forever.” The joy, when I am 
able to forget, is so rapturous that the mo- 
ments of bitter realization that follow are 
unbearable. That way lies madness. Can’t 
you understand, dear, that even the homely 
sounds of everyday life take on a new sig- 
nificance because of their relation to you? 
The ringing of a telephone. A step on the 
stair. The slamming of a taxicab door 
down in the street. All these things send 
my heart leaping into my throat. 


OU always told me you would go some 

day. Oh, you were honest enough with 
me, but there was a wistfulness in your voice 
when you said it that robbed the words 
of their sting. 

“When the time comes, 
go,” you said, and I promised, lightly. I 
was so sure I could hold your love! What 
it was that would take you from me I did 
not know. Nor did I care. At those times 
I felt my heart swell with a great yearning 
to take you into my arms, like a mother 
seeking to comfort an unhappy child. And I 
still have that feeling, sweet. Often in the 
stillness of a slumbering night I have 
wakened, calling aloud to you, my arms 
reaching out in the blackness. But only 
silence answers me. Don’t you ever hear? 


yuu must let me 


It was so easy to forget when you held 
me close to you and told me, with your lips | 
on mine, that there was never a girl so| 
beautiful as I. And you said such strange | 
things sometimes. I wonder if you remem- | 
ber? You talked like no man I had ever| 
known before. Even your love-making was 
different. The love of other men takes on 
the quality of ugly, everyday living. Your 
love was Godlike. It was fierce and tender. 
Unfettered! Glorious! You had only to 
touch my hand and the emotion of all the 
great lovers stirred my heart. 

“Melisande,” you used to call me. 
beautiful Melisande.” It was the name of 
a song I sang for you. How you loved it! 
When you were at peace with yourself and 
the world you would plead for my music. 
And I was glad. No one else had ever loved 
my music as you did. Besides, I could tell 
you things when I sang to you that I could | 
never put into words. I was always | 


“My 


trying to find a new way of saying, “I love | 
you.” 
Do you remember how I would fix the | 


Only a Few Months Ago I Was Just a 
“Listener-In”’— but Last Night They 
Broadcast Me—the Thrill of My Life! 


THE real opportunity finally came after I had learned to 
play by ear. I playe 

lar songs with their moaning, soulful strains of jazz. 
Scheduled on the program from 8 to 8:30, how I did watch 
that big hand tick off the minutes and when 8 o'clock came 
with nerves tense, I stepped briskly to the piano and listened 
to the announcer broadcast that I was to play. All seemed 
like a miracle in the quiet of that studio, especially when I 
thought of the thousands who where going to hear me. 
After my introduction I started to play and for a full half 


each piece without a note—popu- 


hour entertained my listeners—thousands of them—and told how I had learned to play the piano 4y ear. All 
during that performance the — was ringing and ringing--people phoning that I play their favorite 
lette: 


airs. The next day hundreds o' rs poure 


in, complimenting me on my program and asking when 


I would broadcast again and how they, too, could learn to play the piano by ear. 


A miracle? No. If you can just hum a tune and have the urge to play, you may do the same. I never had 
time or patience to learn by the old fashioned note method—it takes years and lots of money. The Niagara 
Method 4y ear teaches you how to become a master of Jazz, Syncopation and melody. 


It is So Simple—Learning is Real Fun, Nothing har 


soon actually learn to play in your spare time AT HOME —the easier pieces at first—and then the ‘'blues’ 


and jazz. No tiresome scales—no arpeggios—no weary 
hours of practice—no teacher at your back, making you 
nervous and irritable. The Niagara Method is the short 
cut to piano mastery. 


You Learn PIANO by Ear 


Even if you have never played a note—in three months 
you may become a Jazz Master—but don’t put it off. Make 
your resolution now and to-day write for the “Niagara 
Secret.’ It’s free. Enclose 10c (coin or stamps) and you 
will also receive the book “How to Entertain at the Piano.” 


NIAGARA SCHOOL OF MUSIC 


NIAGARA SCHOOL OF mMUSIC 
149 Niagara School Bidg., Niagara Falls, N.Y. 
Without obligation mail me your book ‘‘The 
Niagara Secret.’’ I enclose 10¢ for book ‘‘How 
to entertain at the Piano.” 


Name — 


Street — 


149 Niagara School Bldg., Niagara Falls, N. Y. 


ONALD G. WRIGHT, Director 


City State 


Earned $150 in 


a Single Month 


Mrs. Florence M. Caffee of 
Wyoming is a busy house- 
wife; yet she finds time toearn 
substantial sums every month 
with our pleasant plan. 


Even though Mrs. Caffee has a home 
to keep in order, three children to care 
for and meals to prepare every day, 
she manages to find a few spare hours 
to take care of new and renewal sub- 
scriptions to Good Housekeeping, 
Cosmopolitan and our seven other 
immensely popular publications in 
her vicinity. And these few spare 
hours bring her some very handsome 
profits. Read what she writes about 
our easy money-making plan: 


“I am very grateful for the advertise- 
ment that called my attention to this 
work for it has earned me several 
hundred dollars. 

“Nothing would induce me to give 
up my magazine work for it is such 
a nice way for a mother to get the 
little luxuries that mean so much for 
both the kiddies and herself, aside 
from the feeling of confidence and 
independence which is a very com- 
fortable one to have.” 


A Business All Your Own 


Hundreds of men and women, young 
and old, are earning substantial 
spare-time incomes. Let us show 
you how to start a profitable, pleasant 
magazine subscription business all 
your own. 


119 West 40th Street, New Yor 


obligation. 
Name. 
Street... 


City .... 


Clip Here and Mail TODAY. 


Dept. 327-C, International Inc. 


Please send me full details of your easy spare-time money-making plan without 


There’s no obligation. No inter- 
ference with your other duties. No 
experience or investment necessary. 
Your spare time may be worth $1.00 
an hour, perhaps more, so mail the 
coupon today. 


State 
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MISSES 


VERY season, thousands of stout 

women and stout misses are dressed 
by Lane Bryant in the latest slenderized 
New York Styles. These delighted 
women are admired by friends for their 
perfect-fitting, fashionable apparel. 


Low Prices —High Quality 
Lane Bryant is the world’s —_ 
maker of slenderizing apparel. Thus 
Lane Bryant apparel is always low in 
rice, but is high in quality and value. 
he styles are always correct—the 
workmanship superb—the fabric the 
best. And, whether tall, medium or 
short, every stout woman and every 
stout miss is assured a perfect fit. 


Style Book Free 


The Lane Bryant Style Book pictures 


Stoves: 

Detroit Dresses, Coats, Suits, Shoes, Hats, 
Chicago Underwear, Hosiery and Corsets. 
St. Louis Every stout woman wearing sizes 
Brooklyn 36 to 58, every stout miss wearin 
ag sizes 16+ to 28+, should sen 
Philadelphia today for this free Style Book. 


fane\fryant 


39th Street at\ Address Desk 462 
Fifth Avenue \,NEW YORK 


LANE BRYANT, Desk 462, New York, N. Y. 
Please mail your free Style Book to 


Address 


..State 


Town... 


Want 
More 
Money ® 


INTERNATIONAL MAG 
Dept. $$-327-A, 119 W. 40 St., 


Hundreds of men and women, 
boys and girls, are earning 
extra money for big and little 
luxuries by our Write 
for a complete FREE money- 
making outfit today. 


| were selfish, dear. 


pillows behind your dear head and put the 
ash tray near you before I went to the 
piano! I was always thinking of your com- 
fort; as tender of you as a mother of her 


child. Is it true, what some wise man once 
said, that a woman doesn’t know how to 
love? That the emotion she feels is purely 


maternal? I wonder. 
You never seemed to grow tired of my 
Whether my mood was gay or sad 


songs. 
or just serious, it fitted yours. “One more, 
please,” you would plead, no matter how 


many I had sung. And when I had wooed 
you with your favorite “Melisande in the 
Wood” you would call me to your side and 
look adoringly into my eyes, as though 
wondering where so much beauty came from. 


KNEW it was not on my face, but deep 

into the heart and soul of me that you 
were looking when you did that. And it was 
that very thing that first drew me to you. 
Other men had flattered and complimented 
me. I danced well, they said. I was a “good 
looker.” They admired my wit and the 
sophistication I had deliberately cultivated. 
I wanted to be thought a good sport. But 
you, darling, you showed me qualities I had 
never known were there, tolerance and 
sympathy and tenderness and the ability to 
be true. 

Being true was something so new to me, 
too. I had always bragged that I could 
never be content with the admiration of one 
man. Like all modern girls I played them 
against each other. I wanted to play with 
this thing called love and have the whole 
world at my feet. What if I did break a 
few hearts into the bargain? Mine would 
remain intact. 

And then you came, with your love and 
your kisses and your selfishness. Yes, you 
Much as I love you I 


was never blind to that. You made de- 


| mands on me that no man had made before. 


| But I met those demands eagerly! 


| want that woman,’ 


INC., 


Unreasonable demands they were, that would 
have proved irksome had I not loved you so. 
Surren- 
dering to you was such sweet sacrifice. 


HINK of it, sweet! I who had always 

been the one to dictate, who had held 
love lightly, suddenly became humble and 
subservient to your every wish. I wonder if 
that is why I lost you! I never thought of it 
that way before, but I remember now. 

When you met me I was proud and 
spirited and defiant of conventionalities. 
Men had petted and spoiled me until I ac- 
cepted them and their love as a matter of 
course. Even before you knew me you had 
heard of my conquests. Your best friend 
was then in love with me. 

I have since had good reasons to despise 
him for the bitter things he said and did to 
you when he knew of our love, but I find 
it impossible to have any but a warm feeling 
in my heart for him because he brought you 
to me. That is what I mean, dear, when I 
say you showed me beauties within myself 
that I did not know I had. You have taken 
all the hatred and vengeful thoughts out of 
me and put in their place a great love and 
understanding of humanity. You did that, 
sweet, with your love. 

Our first meeting! Do you remember it? 
When you are out among your gay friends, 
looking into the challenging eyes of some 
pretty girl, do you remember that night? 

We had gone to a dancing place with some 
friends. To me it was simply another night 
of pleasurable excitement. And then fire 
struck fire! That imstantaneous flash that 
makes a woman say, “That is my man.” “I 
the man says. And there 
you have it. That is what happened to me. 

Under different circumstances we might 
have met like two ships that signal and 
pass each other in the night. But I guess 
the spirit of the real Pan, your namesake, 
must have been hovering about that night. 


104 


He set the stage with music and with wine 
and soft lights and softer voices. So that 
his plans might not miscarry, he whispered 
to the others present that they should be 
blind and deaf to you and me. I thank him 
for that! Even the other man who loved 
me, or thought he did, knew nothing of our 
sudden, thrilling discovery of each other. 

You asked me to dance! That was where 
you made a fatal error if you had any hope 
of keeping the fire under control. If you 
had not asked me to dance that night the 
flame of our love might have burned itself 
out before dawn, and I should not now be 
suffering and praying for death to liberate 
me from the haunting, beautiful dreams of 
you. 

That dance! Dear God, will I ever be 
able to forget it? 

What was it, my sweet? Out of all your 
wisdom and experience have you ever been 
able to explain it? You, of all the men I 
was meeting constantly, why did you have 
to be the one to waken my soul from its 
long sleep? 

We danced only once. Remember? You 
begged for another, but I was afraid. The 
pain and beauty of your nearness was ter- 
rifying. You had taken me along that sweet 
and torturous path up to the very gates of 
Paradise, only to find them shut! 


KEEP asking you if you remember, be- 

cause it does not seem possible that you 
could remember without flying to me even 
if you were at the ends of the earth. Love 
like ours comes to only a few, dear heart. 
That is the great pity of it, that you should 
deliberately have torn it from your heart 
and thrown it away. We might have gone 
down in history, you and I. We might have 
lived as completely as Elizabeth Browning 
and her husband. Or we might have died 
together as gloriously as Romeo and Juliet. 
Anything might have been possible. 

In the midst of the chatter that was going 
on about me, you suddenly leaned over to 
me and whispered, “I love you.” It was 
not the first time a man had said that to me. 
Some had meant it; others had not. That 
is the way of men. But when you said, “I 
love you,” it took on a new meaning. You 
spoke a different and infinitely more beauti- 
ful language. 

I was hungry to hear you say it again. 
It was such sweet madness to play with the 
words. And so I asked you, so softly that 
I feared you might not hear, “How do you 
love me?” 

You answered me by quoting some of 
Swinburne’s poetry and as the words came 
slowly from your lips, you laid your hand 
over mine. I felt the icy coldness of it. 

Ah Sweet! You knew your Swinburne, 
didn’t you? You knew the music of his 
words and the deadly power of them. I 
knew it, too. I had always known it, but 
why of all the poets who have sung of love 
did you have to turn to Swinburne at that 
moment ? 


HE magic of Swinburne’s poetry could 

help me now were it not for its associa- 
tion with you. Is there anything that does not 
live and breathe the dear name of you? Is 
there aay place on this earth where 7 can 
find refuge from the memory of your kisses? 
Sometimes, in the quiet darkness of your 
room, just before sleep comes, do you not 
feel the brush of my lips against yours? i 
do that every night. Don’t laugh! Don't 
call me a romantic little fool. I do kiss you 
good night, every night. It helps me to 
forget that you are gone. 

The maddening part of it all is that I do 
net know what happened. It was all so 
sudden. We had had our lovers’ quarrels, 
of course, but love was all the sweeter when 
they had passed. You were so jealous! The 
years of- my fickleness with other men 
counted heavily agaimst me. I can see you 
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now, glaring with a dull hatred when I 
danced with anyone else; looking up sus- 
piciously if the phone rang while you were 
in my house. I could not make you believe 
that you were the only man in the world I 
wanted. “Emotionally,” you said, “I believe 
you. Intellectually, I can’t.” If only you 
had listened to your heart! 

Then, as you came to know you could 
trust me, our quarrels rrew less. I said to 
myself, “It will not be long now until we 
never know an unhappy moment.” And 
then the thing happened that brought my 
air castle tumbling about my ears. After 
months of the most glorious happiness that 
a human being is privileged to know, you 
came to me one night and said, “It is the 
end. We must break for always.” 


COULD net believe it. I thought you 

must be playing with me. You used to say 
that quite often in the first few months of 
our association. But I knew that it was a 
strong feeling of loyalty to two other persons 
that gvas back of your words. You could not 
seem to forget that there was a man, your 
friend, who believed you had stolen me 
from him. 

Nor could you forget the suffering you 
had brought to another girl, a girl who had 
also loved you. Oh she did love you, sweet. 
I knew that. But her love was like the 
feeble flame that flickers at the end of a 
match. Mine was the holocaust of the whole 
world afire! That was why I had ho com- 
punctions about taking you from her. 

So when you came to me on that last 
terrible night and said, “I am going,” I 
thought it was just your conscience again 
and I knew I could hold my own against 
that. But that night it wasn’t conscience. 
It was that other thing, the thing that has 
driven you from place to place like one 
cursed, the horror of not being your own 
master. Freedom at any price has been 
your creed. Freedom, no matter whom it 
destroyed, or how much it hurt you. 

Well, you got your freedom from me, 
dear. That is, you took it, but I wonder 
if that freedom is so sweet to you now? 

And now I am going to tell you some- 
thing that you won't like. Perhaps because 
you know it is so, you will scoff and say, 
“Preposterous!” Nevertheless, I have the 
feeling that you are coming back to me, 
soon. I do not know where you are. It 
is months since I have seen you. The de- 
cision you made not to write, you have 
kept. Occasionally someone drops your name 
in a chance conversation; I know you have 
traveled far. But were I to know that to- 
morrow would be my last day on earth, I 
would not know where to find you. There 
is only one chance in a thousand that you 
will ever see this letter, and still I feel 
you are coming back to me! 

Perhaps your spirit for high adventure 
has burned itself out. Perhaps freedom has 
begun to pall. I do not know. The feeling 
persists. And so, across all these desperate 
miles that separate us, I blow you a kiss, 
Pan. A welcoming kiss. Stronger men than 
you have fled from the softness of a woman’s 
arms and have come back, chastened and 
humble. Will it be that way with you? 

But don’t wait too long, dear heart. Don’t 
let the passing of time dull the fine magic 
of our love. Don’t wait until you discover 
that the only thing in God’s world that 
counts for anything is the love of the one 
who loves you. Don’t let me grow old in 
body and weak in spirit waiting for you. 

Come to me then, my sweet, and hold me 
close to you and never, never let me go 
again. My lips are parted, those lips you 


love; my eyes are brimming with tears of | 


frenzied hope; my arms are outstretched; I 
am waiting, waiting. Won’t you come back 
to me, dear, dear Pan? 

Your Melisande. 


100 Week 


waiting for you 


700 Men and Women Wanted At Once-- 


We Furnish All Equipment-- 
Experience Not Necessary 


If you want $100 a week clear profit, if 
you want $5000 a year without working as 
hard or as long as you do now, I’ll show 
you how to get it. I’ll prove to you that 
$10 a day is easy, that $15, $20 or even 

25 a day is possible. I'll give you a 
chance to make money in a way you never 
thought possible. You can start im- 
mediately without experience, without 
investment, and without delay. You can 
have the satisfaction of a big income. 
And besides your large cash earnings you 
can get a new Hudson Super-Six Coach 
FREE. 


$125 In One Week 


I will give you the same offer I made to Chris- 
topher Vaughn whose earnings have reached 
$125 in a week, and Frank M. Brown who 
formerly worked twelve hours a day for $25 
aweek. He accepted my offer and was amazed 
to find that he could make $27 in an eight-hour 
day. You can do like John Scotti who started 
without experience and made $97 his second 
week, or Mrs. K. R. Roof who has two children 
and does her own housework, yet in her spare 
time has made $50 in a week and $15 in a single 
afternoon. Yes, profits like these can be yours. 
Do you want them? 


How You Can Make These 
Amazing Profits 


If you read the big magazines like the Saturday 
Evening Post, you have seen advertisements of 
ZANOL Products. You know that the 
American Products Company is the biggest 
business of its kind in the world. You will 
find that a million homes in all parts of America 
are our customers, that ZANOL Products are 
known and liked and used wherever you go. 
We make 350 Wonderful Products. The de- 
mand for them is enormous. Millions of 
dollars’ worth are bought each year. But 
ZANOL Products are never sold in stores. In 
each community we appoint an authorized 


FREE 


We help you in every way 
to make large profits and 
we offer to rovide 
brand-new 
Super-Six Coach with- 

n out any expense to you 
whatever. Mail the coupon for details of the plan 
that will give you this high-grade closed car without 
expense and an income of $100 a week. 


representative who 
handles our dealings 
with our customers in 
that territory. You 
can be one of them. 
The rest is easy. We 
tell you what to do and 
you make a profit, a 
generous profit, on the 
business that comes 
from your territory. 
That’s all there is to it. 


Get Your Share of Two 
Million Dollars 


This year our representatives will make two 

million dollars as their profit. You can have 

your share. You will be amazed at how easy 

it is—at how quickly the money rolls in. You 

will have the same opportunity as Henry 

— who made as much as $47 in a single 
ay 


Furnish Everything 


Ne furnish all of our people with complete 

posse: for doing business. We furnish it 
free. We tell you in detail exactly what to do. 
We make it easy for you. 
You will be given the same proposition that has 
brought thousands of dollars in cash to E. S. 
Shelly, of Pennsylvania; Mrs. Nona Kern, of 
Mississippi; Edgar Banvi le, of Massachusetts; 
and dozens of others. It has enabled G. C. 
Henry to make four times as much money as he 
ever did on a farm and G. A. Becker, of lowa, 
to earn more than he did in 22 years in the 
grocery business. 


Send No Money 


Just send me your name and I will give you all 
the details. I will show you how you can make 
$100 a week and even in your spare time $8 to 
$10 a day for a few hours’ work. It means 
thousands of dollars to you. And you are not 
risking a penny. You are not agreeing to pay 
anything. Don’t wait until someone else gets 
in ahead of you. Write now. 


President and General Manager 
7076 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio 


MailThis NOW 


ALBERT MILLS, Pres., American Products Co. 
7076 Mon mouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohic 
Dear Sir: I want to know how I can earn $100 a week 
as a ZANOL Representative in my locality. Send me 
all the facts about your money-making proposition 

without cost or obligation. 


Name 


“@A.P. Co. "(Please Print or Write Plainly) 
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Why Don’t You Play | 
a Hohner Harmonica? 


Anyone may quickly learn to play @ 
real music on a Hohner Harmonica 
with the aid of this Free Instruc- 
tion Book. 
See how easy it is! Read the sim- 
ple directions, look at the charts 
and pictures, take your Harmonica, 
hold it as shown and bdb/ow-draw, 
blow-draw. In a short time you will 
master thescale;andwhenyoucan | 
play the scale you will soon be on - Q 


ing favorite melodies to the delight 
of yourself and friends 


Get your harmonica today and be sure ( 

it's a Hohner. And ask for the Free In- \ 

Struction Book. tf your dealer is out of ( 

copies, write M. Hohner, Inc., Dept. 240 
114 East 16th St., New York. 


“Tune-in” on Your Radio for the “Hohner 
Harmony Hour’’ Musical Programs. { 


> 


MONTHLY 


Newest Ladies’ Ring 


GUARANTY WATCH C0. 


154 Nassau St. Dept. G-3, New York 


*1000° 


\I\) 6,000 to 12,000 MILES 


Goodyear, Goodrich, Firestone 
Mason, ete., js of 


failing to do so at one- 
gupee price. Send only $ 
or’ 


Nored 
tape to this 
offer. You get 
a $1000 auto 
aecident policy 
Free with every 
order of 2 tires and 
2 brand new tubes, 


NEW NET LOW PRICES 


‘livery 
allowed ter nil ¢ in 
Orders filled 
t 


Size Tires Tubes Size Tires Tubes 
$3.10 $1.50 5.25 2.75 
40x35 6.25 «2.75 
SS.orC! 3.26 1.75 by 5.75 2.96 

3.65 1.95 5.75 295 

6x4 by 575 2.95 
SSorC! 4.00 2.00 50x 5 600 3.25 
“4 4.50 2.25 625 3.50 
ix4 5.00 2.50 5x5 625 350) 
5.00 2.50 29x4.40 450 2580 


Buy Now! You take no chance. 
Our Guarantee Protects You! 
EAGLE TIRE COMPANYS | 
242 


34465 8. Michigan Chicago, Ul. 


‘ Your Love Is Never Wasted 


[Continued from page 79] 


life is through a dream while you have 
learned from this unhappy experience the 
things that will make you a much finer, bigger 
and truer girl. You will gradually come to 
realize that every one of us is cram full of 
petty faults and big ones. We are constantly 
wounding those we love. The hearts of us 
all are scarred with a thousand wounds 
caused by the stupidity of others. We are 
greedy and selfish, a poor weak lot of crea- 
tures that have chosen to call ourselves 
human beings. 

This love we speak of that has the power 
to raise us to such unbearable heights one 
minute and plunge us to such depths the 
next is the only thing about us that is 
human. It is love that makes us a bit 
nearer God than the unhappy pup that runs 
the streets, and the more we give forth love 
to the world, the more human do we be- 
come. We live, Marge, only in proportion 
to our ability to love. We grow only in 
proportion to our ability to greet each new 
experience with open arms and the question 
—‘What have you to give me?” And I 
think that once you get over the idea that 
those five years of life that you gave to 
Walter are wasted, you will come to regard 
the affair in a new light. 

You said, “I don’t want sympathy,” 
Marge, so I haven't given it to you; nor 
have I profiered you mock philosophy. I 
have simply tried to bring a bit of truth 
into the situation. But I still feel that I 
must give you a word of advice. 

Sentiment is beautiful. Sentimentality is 
bosh. © Looking back on your love affair 
with Walter and salvaging beautiful mem- 
ories is real sentiment. Letting those mem- 
ories come between you and a future and 
perhaps bigger love is rank sentimentality. 
It’s cheap dramatization of a precious thing. 
Men may prove faithless; women unworthy; 
death is inevitable; nothing you can do or 
I can say can change that, but love rides 
above all, serene, eternal, untouched. We 
can reach out and take it in and hold on 
to it. 


O DON’T sentence yourself to lifelong 

misery, Marge, any more than you would 
want Walter sentenced to jail for life be- 
cause he found love elsewhere. Hearts can 
blunder the same as brains. 

Peggy asks, “Shall I tell him?” 

“Dear Martha Madison: I am a flapper 
of eighteen, engaged to the dearest boy in 
the world. I don't drink, but try to be a 
pal in every other way. We smoke, dance 
and pet, but there we draw the line. Ranny 
thinks I am a wonderful girl. The truth is, 
Mrs. Madison, when I was fourteen I had 
a very serious affair. What I thought was 
love was only infatuation, but things went 
too far. The boy is married now and has 
great respect for me; I know he will never 
tell. I have been a good girl since and had 
almost forgotten the past until a few nights 
ago. Our crowd was talking about girls 
with shady pasts. Ranny said, ‘Girls like 
that are all right to play around with but 
not to marry.’ 

“And Ranny and I are to be married in 
June! 

“On the way home he told me about an 
affair he once had with a girl. Of course he 
expected me to forgive him and I did. But 
if I had confessed my past how he would 
have judged me! Only God and my dead 
mother know how my heart ached. The 
question is, shall I tell him? I want to be 
fair, but life without Ranny looks empty 
indeed. I've never been bad at heart and 
all I want now is a home with Ranny and 
babies. Peggy.” 
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Dear Peggy: First of all, you haven't got 
a “past”; you merely have an unpleasant 
memory and the consciousness of having 
made a bad mistake. Now we've got that 


straight. I don’t expect that everyone will 
endorse my advice, but don’t tell him, 
Peggy. Why not? It’s a long story, briefly 
this: 


ACK of the horror Ranny would feel at 

your confession is not injustice, nor sel- 
fishness nor a petty mind. Ranny, just like all 
the other men in the world is the victim of 
tradition; you are the victim of the double 
standard of morality. It has always been 
that men can philander before marriage, but 
women are supposed to keep themselves for 
one man. Because of that, men have a right 
to expect that the girls they marry tome 
to them untouched. If you really had a 
“shady past” that Ranny was not aware of, 
I should advise you to tell him, no matter 
how you had changed. But your indiscre- 
tion of four years ago should not count 
now. It’s what you’ve done since you fell 
in love with Ranny, and what you're going 
to do after you're married that matters. 
Here’s another way to look at it, Peggy: 
Have you the right to destroy the periect 
faith he has in you? Is it fair to hurt him 
at the price of easing your own conscience? 
I think not; and I am of the firm convic- 
tion that the right sort of man wouldn't 
want to be told. 

Evelyn asks, “Will this hold him?” 

“Dear Martha Madison: How much 
should one sacrifice for love? That is my 
problem. I wonder if any of the girls who 
write you have faced it before? It’s this 
way: I’ve been unfortunate enough to fall 
in love with a young man who doesn’t want 
to get married. I know he loves me and 
he has always treated me with respect. Last 
night, however, he told me that to prove 
my love I must give myself to him; he said 
nothing about marriage. He said, too, that 
unless I did this he would look for a girl 
who loved him enough to do that. I sup- 
pose you think I should despise him for 
suggesting such a thing, but he is not really 
immoral, Mrs. Madison, he just has ideas 
of life that are different from other peoples’. 
I can’t bear to give him up. Is this the 
only way I can hold him? Evelyn, Youngs- 
town, Ohio.” 

Dear Evelyn: 

If only I knew you! Then I might be 
able to find the right words to keep you 
from doing this thing! Don’t give yourself 
to him. Don't; it will never hold him. I 
don’t say that because I’m narrow-minded 
or because I don’t understand that times 
have changed. 1 do. And it’s my ex- 
perience with girls and their love problems 
today that has shown me how disastrously 
the thing you are contemplating works out. 


ON’T you see, dear, that if giving herself 
to a man would hold him there would be 
no unfaithful or runaway husbands? I have 
no doubt that the young man really be- 
lieves he would love you more for your 
sacrifice, but he wouldn't. It would go 
against the fundamental elements of his 
nature. Way back in his head there would 
always be a little feeling of contempt that 
you gave yourself so cheaply; after a while 
he’d become suspicious that you were flirt- 
ing with other men. Bitter quarrels would 
fcllow; your sacrifice would prove a boom- 
erang; he might even throw it up to you! 
True love does not destroy the one who 
inspired it, Evelyn, and I am afraid this 
boy will destroy you if he can. Can’t you 
see that I’m not preaching morality? That 
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I’m trying desperately to save you un-/ 
happiness? Please try to believe that, and | 
please try to find another sweetheart whose | 
ideas of life are like other peoples’. It’s 
the surest way of being comfortable and 
happy. 

Nathan thinks religion comes before love. 

“Dear Martha Madison: Against the 
wishes of my parents, who wanted me to 
marry a Jewish girl, I became engaged to 
a Catholic girl who has since adopted my 
faith. We go to the synagogue together but | 
she doesn’t take it seriously. She says that | 
if we have a child she may not let it be 
brought up in the Jewish religion. I love | 
her deeply, but under these circumstances I 
don’t see how our marriage could succeed. | 
Do you? Nathan, Wheeling, West Va.” | 

Is religion the only thing in life? Is your 
faith the only one? Are the men and women 
who believe in other creeds all bad? Is 
your religion more important than your) 
love? 


T= are questions, Nathan, that only 
you can answer, and your answers should 
determine the future. But perhaps your 
fiancee has not been properly instructed in 
the teachings of your religion: she may not | 
understand that back of them is a beautiful | 
philosophy and a sincere worship of God. 
Again, you may have been too arrogant in | 
forcing your religion on her. 

But it seems to me, Nathan, that one’s | 
creed is not the important thing; one’s re- | 
ligion is. The most God-like woman I ever | 
knew had never been inside a church, and | 
yet all the world was better because of her. 
What really matters is how you treat your 
fellow men; whether you are kind and tol- 
erant and generous and sympathetic. Think, 
Nathan, do you suppose your lawgiver, 
Moses, ever intended that the simple laws 
he laid down for you so many thousands 
of years ago should separate you from the 
girl you love? Think over these things; 
forget your prejudices for a minute. Then, 
if you decide you are big enough to make 
a success of marriage in spite of them, go | 
ahead. If you are still in doubt, call the 
engagement off. 

Marcia laments “I haven’t a sweetheart!” 

“Dear Martha Madison: I am _ twenty 
years old, not pretty but nice looking, have | 
my share of brains, but the boys don’t pay 
any attention to me. Why? I go to parties | 
but I never feel at ease when I am talking | 
to a fellow. I can’t seem to forget myself 
and loosen up like the other girls. No 
matter what I do I feel self-conscious. 
Again, why? And how can I make the 
boys like me? Marcia, Melrose, Mass.” 

Dear Marcia: Try thinking less about 
yourself and the impression you are creating ; 
think more about the boys you meet. Get 
them to talk about themselves, their jobs, 
their ambitions, their hobbies. It’s character- 
istic of men and women to like to talk about 
themselves, and the girl who is a good 
listener is always in demand. 


PSYCHOLOGIST wouid probably tell 

you that you have an inferiority com- 
plex. To overcome this, I suggest that you 
learn to do some one thing well. It doesn’t 
make any difference what, skating, dancing, 
playing a ukulele, anything that makes you 
an asset to a party, and which you feel you 
could do well if you set yourself to it. A 
girl with charm can be a prize dumb-bell 
and the men will flock around her. Youth 
and looks, my dear Marcia, are not the 
things that hold men, although they do at- 
tract; some of the greatest charmers in his- 
tory were positively ugly women. 

So just hold fast to the idea that you 
have an equal chance along with the other 
girls to win a sweetheart for yourself. And 
when you do, I know you will be able to 
keep him; your letter convinces me that 
you are not a girl who would ever hold 
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“So you want to 
get married, eh?” 


“That's fine! I'm glad to hear it. But you 
know, Tom, just wanting to get married is not 
enough to justify an increase in salary. 

“Don't depend on sentiment, or on any man’s 
favor, to bring you the salary increases you need 
so badly. 
about it than the other men in your department— 
and you won't have to come to me for an increase 
in salary. 

“Why don’t you take up a hor > study course 


Study your work—learn to know more | 


with the International Correspondence Schools? | 
It’s been the making of Joe Browning and Dick 


Roberts and some of the other men around here.” 


Employers in every line of business are begging for 
men with ambition, men who really want to get 
ahead in the world and are willing to prove it ‘by 
training themselves to do some one thing well. 

One hour a day, spent with the I. C. S. in the 
quiet of your own home, will prepare you for the 
position you want in the work you like t. 


Mail the coupon for Free Booklet 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 6258-H, Seranton, Penna. 

Without cost or abligation, please send me one of your 
booklets and tell me how I can qualify for the Position or 
in the subject before which I have marked an 
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herself or her love cheaply. Put those 
brains to work, Marcia! 

Babe cries “My husband has another 
woman!” 

“Dear Martha Madison: What do you 
think of a man who is having an aitair 
with another woman when he has been 
married only a year? That man is my 
husband and I am the most miserable girl 
that ever lived. If it wasn’t that I have a 
young baby I would tell him to go away 
from me forever. This woman is so brazen 
about it! She calls him up at the house 
and writes letters, even though she knows 
he is married. I guess you can understand 
how terribly upset I am, and I hope you 
can give me good advice. Babe, Atlanta, 
Georgia.” 


EAR Babe: My advice will take an un- 

limited amount of patience, and some- 
times your heart will almost break, but I am 
sure it will make things come your way. 
Stick it out, Babe, stick it out! Don’t let 
another woman come along and oust you 
from your home; don’t give up your hus- 
band just because he happens to be weak 
and the woman determined. Unless their 
affair is one of those Romeo and Juliet loves 
that comes once every hundred years, he is 
going to turn from her before long or I 
miss my guess. 

It always happens that way, Babe dear. 
It would happen more often if women had 
the courage to sit tight and wait. Why? 
Habit forges stronger chains about men than 
illicit love ever could; and you have habit 
and the intimate association of marriage on 
your side. Every gentle word, every un- 
selfish attention, each happy smile, free from 
malice, that you give your husband lessens 
this woman’s hold. Bitter quarrels, re- 
criminations, a hateful spirit, these 
strengthen it. It’s the constant dripping of 
the water that wears away the stone, you 
know. 

Did I hear you say “It isn’t worth it. 
Why should I have to put up with this? 
Other women’s husbands act decently!” If 
that’s the way you feel, Babe, disregard my 
advice. But remember that you don’t know 
what other women have had to do to hold 
their husbands and save their marriages 
from the rocks. Nothing that’s worth any- 
thing comes easily; the more precious it is 
the bigger the price. Pay the price then, 
Babe; it will repay you and the little one 
ten times over. 


NATALIE knows her sweetheart is trying 
to get away. 

“Dear Martha Madison: I have been going 
with a fellow for several months and I gave 
up all my other boy friends for him. He 
works at night and to please him I promised 
not to go out. His night work is over now, 
but he says he will only be up to see me 
twice a week and that week ends he must 
spend with his sister in the country. It 
doesn't seem fair, after all I have given up. 
How can I make him come and see me 
oftener? Natalie, Davenport, lowa.” 

Dear Natalie: You can’t force love and 
consideration from a boy who doesn’t want 
to give them. The most fatal thing you 
could do would be to. make any demand 
right now. What I think has happened is 
that your young man has been working so 
hard he wants to play for a while; he 
wants to taste of real freedom. You repre- 
sent a number of charming things, Natalie, 
but freedom is not one of them. Think how 
you would feel if you had been working 
every night for so long. 

Now if you are to hold him at all it will 
be by convincing him that in you he will 
always find perfect understanding with no 
room for trifling hurts. Sometimes it. will 
take more patience and tolerance than you 
can find in your heart. But if it brings 
this boy back at last to you, yours for al- 
ways, won't you feel that it was worth the 
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pain that it cost you? 

In the meantime I think you should en- 
courage the friendship of other boys. That 
is your privilege, and if the young man sees 
others paying you attention, freedom may 
not seem so desirable. 

Jasmine asks “Am I too young for mar- 
riage ?” 

“Dear Martha Madison: I am seventeen 
and very much in love with a young man 
twenty-one, whom I have known for two 
years. He is away from me now, but we 
correspond regularly. He has asked me sev- 
eral times to marry him, but I have re- 
fused because of my age. Last week he 
wrote that he would be down to see me 
soon and expected to take me back with 
him as his wife. 

“I seem older than I am; most people 
think I am nineteen. Then too, I am very 
unhappy at home; my father and I quarrel 
all the time, so I am seriously considering 
marrying this young man. I —. what 
your advice will be? Jasmine, Utica, N. Y.” 

Dear Jasmine: At seventeen no a ‘girls 
have the same mental development. Men- 
tally, you may be much older than your 
years, so it all depends on you. What I 
do want to impress upon you, however, is 
that you must under no circumstances marry 
this young man to escape unhappiness at 
home. At least now you have a certain 
amount of freedom; but think what it would 
be like if you were bound by marriage to 
a man with whom you quarreled con- 
tinually. 


F YOU are certain you love him enough 

to spend the rest of your life with him, 
marriage might be a happy solution to all 
your difficulties. Only remember, little Jas- 
mine, that marriage brings with it many 
responsibilities and irksome duties as well 
as thrills and babies. It means giving and 
giving until it hurts. Of all human re- 
lations it’s the frailest and the most won- 
derful when it turns out right. You with 
your youth and freshness and courage and 
love can make it turn out that way if you 
will give instead of take. 

Rachel tells me her swectheart is in- 
fatuated with another girl. 

“Dear Martha Madison: I am deeply in 
love with a boy who has always shown that 
he cared a great deal for me. We have had 
many good times because we have much in 
common and I had begun to think that 
nothing could come between us. He has 
been working out of town for some time, 
but just before he went he started going 
with another girl whom he had known be- 
fore he started going with me. She is 
really beautiful, but he denies he loves her; 
he says it’s infatuation. 

“He came home on a visit a few weeks 
ago and this girl took up much of his time, 
and when he left there were rumors that 
they were engaged. I know he does not 
love her, and I want to cure him of his 
infatuation. How can I? Rachel, Portage- 
ville, Mo.” 

Dear Rachel: Probably you won't like my 
advice, because it is dull and uninteresting 
and long drawn out, and sadly lacking in 
dramatic elements. But rest assured of this 
one thing, if it is really infatuation that 
your sweetheart feels for the other girl, he 
will find it out for himself and there is no 
surer way of convincing him. Words are 
useless, Rachel, when it comes to dissuading 
a person from something that is pleasant 
but harmful; words are dangerous when a 
girl is trying to hold her man by belittling 
the other girl. 


E WOULD scorn your pleas now and 

accuse you of jealousy. Of course you’re 
jealous! Who wouldn’t be? But letting him 
see it isn’t going to help your cause any. 
What is my advice? Simply to play the 
uninteresting role of a very good friend for 
the time being. Be tactful to the nth de- 
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gree, Rachel; don’t confide in anyone; stories 
fly like wildfire and are easily distorted. At 
the same time keep your mind open to the 
possibility that real love may exist between 
these two, in which case you are helpless. 
We are not so constructed that love comes 
only once, so if it happens that you are 
not to have this boy for your husband, den’t 
blind yourself to another love. Don’t cheat 
yourself out of future happiness. Keep your 
mind and your eyes open, dear girl, and 
your heart receptive of love. The world 
is ful! of girls who have loved and lost and 
loved again! 

Emily wonders if she should marry a 
poor man. 


EAR Martha Madison: I am twenty- 

three years old and engaged to a young 
man seven years my senior. I have always 
worked for my father in return for room 
and board and a small salary. Consequently 
I have never had fine clothes or a bank ac- 
count, but I know how to get the most 
out of a dollar. 

“The man I love has taught me how 
fine real love can be, but he wants me to 
wait two years before we get married. His 
health is poor and I know he will never be 
a big wage earner; that is why my parents 
and friends disapprove of the match. He 
has offered me a home with his mother and 
sister who are partially dependent upon him, 
but I have refused because I believe a young 
couple ought to start out alone. Perhaps 
you will tell me that if I cared enough I 
would make the sacrifice, but one cannot 
always live on sentiment, can one? Emily, 
Rochester, N. Y.” 

Dear Emily: Sentiment is a feast for some 
people; a meager meal to others, and I 
doubt that it would compensate you for 
any sacrifice you might make for this young 
man. Do not think I am criticizing you; I 
was merely trying to fit your personality 
and temperament into a difficult situation, 
and I find that it does not fit. 

You see, Emily, marriage means different 
things to different girls. To some it means 
freedom from parental dictation; to others 
the consummation of a great love; to others 
an amazing adventure. To you, marriage 
means a home, security, progress, and a cer- 
tain definite standing among your friends. 
That is why I believe you should wait. 


OU are a practical girl and a good man- 

ager, but even a good manager must have 
some foundation on which to build. So I 
say compromise, Emily. Don’t give him 
up and don’t rush into the thing when all 
odds are against you. 

KatuHerine, Old Hickory, Tenn.: Watch 
out that imagination doesn’t run away with 
you. See your husband again; he may be 
cured of jealousy. If you don’t remarry 
you will at least know if you still love him. 

“Dortts,” Milwaukee, Wis.: You have 
been lucky enough to get a fellow who 
doesn’t expect you to pet every minute. 
But what about the girl who falls in love 
with the other kind? 

Grace P., Royal Oak, Mich.: Stop nag- 
ging. Keep your petty worries to yourself. 
Until you know he has another woman don’t 
be snooping around for trouble. You have 
a good man, little girl; treat him right! 

J. E. M., Glen Cove, N. Y.: Your mother 
did not mean you should deny yourself 
wholesome pleasures. Don’t let your grief 
spoil your life and that of the girl you 
love. She wouldn’t want it that way. 

RutH: You are right. It would be dis- 
astrous to marry a man you don’t love. 
Your mother has let her unhappy marriage 
make her unjust. Listen to your heart, little 
Ruth, and use your head. 

Doris B., Alpine, Cal.: Sorry, I’m not a 
fortune teller. Only time will prove whether 
you will like the boy as well as his letter. 
Be prepared for anything! You may like 
him, you may not. 


Surrerer, Santa Barbara, Cal.: I think he 
is harmless but irresponsible. Don’t listen to 
your friends. You two are the only ones 
who know what you mean to each other. 

Heten, Muskegon, Mich.: Put yourself 
in his wife’s place and look ahead to the 
time when you have a shady reputation and 
Charlie has given you the air. He'll do it, 
Helen; he’s just the type. 

Porta: Explain your father’s old-country 
ideas to the young men; they might help 
by explaining American courtship to him. 
It’s a tough situation all right, but I know 
you will see it through. 

Frorence H., Mattoon, Ill.: You have 
found that perfect relationship that few 
married people find simply because they are 
too selfish. Mr. Johnston was speaking of 
the majority, not you. 

Puzztep: How many of these men you 
flirt with unwillingly would put up with 
the things your husband has? How will 
you feel if he gets tired of your nonsense 
and leaves you flat? Sorry to scold you, 
Puzzled, but I have to! 

Inez: Don’t be a flirt or a prude. You 
can be gay without being boisterous. Think 
less about yourself and more about others. 
A self-centered person never has charm. 

Jupy, Maysville, Ky.: You can’t make 
Joe love you, but you can be such a good 
pal that he’ll want to be with you oftener. 
Love comes unbidden, but almost any girl 
can coax it along. 


ARILYN, Carbondale, Ill.: Don’t consent 

to divorce. Sit tight and do your part. 
Avoid arguments; don’t take his grouches 
seriously. I don’t think it’s another woman; 
I do think it’s his liver. 

Guiapys, Houston, Texas: You have a 
right to feel bitter but there is nothing to 
do but give your sweetheart over to your 
sister and be thankful it didn’t happen after 
marriage. Time heals many wounds; it 
will heal yours. 

Mrs. E. A. C., Henryetta, Okla.: Keep 
serene in your innocence and treat his jeal- 
ousy as you would peevishness. Don’t take 
it seriously; don’t be flip. Be _ tactful. 
Doesn't he always come out of it shamed 
and penitent? 

Eveanor, San Antonio: Don’t go riding 
after the movies. Ask the boy to take you 
directly home and invite him in. Your par- 
ents are only trying to protect you from 
gossip, and the young man should respect 
their wishes. 

Liza, Coloma, Mich.: Marriage is not all 
thrills; it is full of a lot of everyday living. 
Companionship, encouragement, pulling to- 
gether—these endure through the years. 
Your duty and happiness lie right where 
you are, Lila dear. 

E. J. R., Hendersonville, N. C.: Inform 
him about your knowledge of his visits to 
the other girl, but don’t quarrel with him. 
If he continues to see her, encourage other 
boys; an unfaithful sweetheart makes an 
unfaithful husband. 

Laura, Truro, Nova Scotia: Can’t you 
confide in your brother and get him to ar- 


range a foursome occasionally? But don’t 
chase after your brother’s friend. 
Mrs. J. B., Carbon Hill, Ala.: Don’t risk 


another marriage venture. Your tempera- 


ment and encumbrances make it unwise. In | 
your letter you keep saying, “I thought it | 
didn’t matter.’ Everything matters in mar- 
riage. Consider everything and consider 
long before you take the plunge again. 
Betty, Coats, Kansas: You're not too 
young for love, but you are too young to 
tie yourself down to it. There ought to be 
lots of nice chaps in your town. Be nice 
to all, serious with none, and don’t cheapen 
yourself with too many petting parties. 
Louise, Richmond, Va.: Ask Willie to 
come to your house and talk things over. 
He may be hurt that you stayed away so 
long. Or he may not love you any more. 
You want the truth, don’t you, Louise? 
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Then I hesitated, hardly daring to go on. 

“But perhaps I'd better ask you one or 
two questions first. What sort of a fellow 
is Harry? Tell me about him. Is he a 
good boy, steady and all that?” 

“Oh yes,” she said. 

“Has he asked you to marry him?” 

Then the laughter rippled out again. 

“Oh, my! Yes. I guess he has asked 
me a hundred times.” 

The paper knife seemed to have gotten 
its point nearer by this time. 

“And you've always said no?” 

“Yes. Always.” 

“Could he support you if you should get 
married ?” 

“Oh, yes,” she was proud that a friend 
f hers could do so much, but disclaimed 
any significant interest in the fact. “He 
makes more than thirty-five dollars a week.” 

“My years match his pay, anyway,” I 
thought grimly. Then she startled me by 
saying: 

“Why, he makes almost as much as my 
father.” 

“Yes,” I said. I saw now we were going 
to get somewhere near the truth. “But, 
by the way, tell me something about your 
father. What is he like? Is he at all like 
Harry ?’ 

She hesitated, then she glanced quickly at 
me. The flush on her face deepened. 

“Go on,” I prompted gently. “What is 
your father like?” 

“Why, doctor, he’s the least bit like 
Harry, perhaps, and “ 

“Yes, who else?” 

“Well, I think he’s the least bit like you 


——only——” 


WONDERED if she could have seen the 

leap my nerves had taken. 

“Ves.” I kept my voice steady. “Only 
what ?” 

“Why, you see, of course, daddy isn’t as 
wise as you are.” I tried to laugh and make 
a mock of bowing gaily. “Nor so well 
dressed nor not nearly so young. Nor—nor 
—well, not so good-looking,” she finished 
bravely. “You know I think you are very 
nice, doctor.” 

God almighty! Could I play the game? 

How invincible is Nature, how inexorable 
her ways. 

The father is always the girl’s first sweet- 
heart; the mother always the boy’s. There 
are, perhaps, exceptions, but so few as to 
be negligible. And that later search for a 
lover is so sure to be a search for someone 
who reminds the unconscious self of that 
first tender love. I had reminded her of 
her father. I had stirred up these hidden 
memories. The whole ardor of her delicate 
soul was about to be turned toward me. 

But I would still play the game. 

“I’m awfully glad you like me, Miss 
Angell, and I can hardly say how much I 
like you.” I knew the scarlet was flooding 
my own cheeks now, hut I tried to believe 
that she would think the color came merely 
as the reaction of a sensitive man, still 
fairly young, to a pretty compliment. “But 
I still think I ought to see Harry. I think 


|I understand the whole case now, and that 


is clearly the next step. I want to get ac- 
quainted with the boy anyway. If you are 
my patient, you must do as I say, you see. 
That’s always the way, isn’t it?” 

I wanted to give Fate, or Nature, or 
whatever it was that was gripping us, one 
last chance. I wanted to size up Harry. If 
he could come up to requirements, even ap- 
proximately, I would let him have her. If 
not 
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“All right, doctor, but I can’t help feeling 
that you really shouldn’t ask me to do 
that.” 

What did the girl mean? At least she 
had more spunk than I had given her credit 
ior. 

“Well, think it over anyway,” I suggested. 
“I took a day and a night to weigh your 
case; now you can take a night and a day 
if you like, to consider this. Come in to- 
morrow at the same time, will you?” 

“Yes, doctor,” she brightened again, “and 
thanks for not making me do what you 
ask right away.” 

She was gone, not waiting even to shake 
hands. 


I PUT down the paper-knife. It was dead 
dark when I was at last aware of myself 
sitting there with my head on the desk. 

The hours between were refined purga- 
tory. I could not think. I could not plan. 
I could no more come to any decision than 
I could have leaped to the moon. 

I got through the night and the day some- 
how, and at half past five there came again 
the knock at my door, this time faint, 
hesitant, timid. 

“Come in!” 

She stepped lightly to her chair, hardly 
noticing me. Her eves were cast down. 
Crimson roses were on her cheeks. Her eyes, 
a curious hurt look in them, were flooded, 
not with tears, but with a bright moisture, 
through which looked her exquisite, fragrant, 
angel soul. 

She was an angel again. My angel now. 

I had given God his chance and he had 
failed to take it. My responsibility had 
ended. 

I held my voice steady as I asked, 
lightly: 

“Well, Miss Angell, did you see Harry?” 

“No, doctor. I didn’t. I couldn’t. You 
should not have asked me.” 

How should I best go on, now that the 
barriers seemed about to fall? 

I tried again to laugh. 

“Well, if you won’t send Harry here, at 
least tell me a little more about him. Tell 
me, for instance, what kind of books he 
likes to read, what his work is, what he 
wants to make of himself.” 

“I don’t see why you insist on talking 
about him, doctor, but if we must, we may 
as well go on and get it over with. Harry 
is a nice, studious, athletic sort of a boy. 
He’s a mechanic, but he’s very ambitious, 
and he wants to be an engineer.’ 

“Does he like music?” I asked, hardly 
knowing what I said. 

Her face brightened. 

“Music! Oh yes,” she beamed. “He 
loves it almost as much as I do, almost as 
much as you do, I guess, for I’ve heard you 
play your violin in the concerts—and— 
and. 

“And what?” 

Again the eyes sought the ground. 


" HY, I guess that’s another of the 
things that makes me like you so 
much.” 

My chair seemed suddenly full of springs, 
that were trying to cast me out and throw 
me bodily upon my knees at her feet. 

But I hated the thought of being mastered 
by any situation. If any courting was to 
be done I would do it with my eyes wide 
open and steadily in control of my will. 
I did not want to sweep her off her feet. 
If our lives were going to be interlocked 
forever I wanted her to consent wide awake, 
understanding what she did and all that it 
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might come to mean to both of us. 


I thought of the power of the hypnotist, 
and the vileness of the man who would use 
such power to take possession of a woman 
he desired. I thought of the fiend who 
drugs the woman he wants to overmaster. 
Up to the present moment our case was dif- 
ferent. I had done nothing dishonorable. I 
had played the game. If Nature with her 
resistless laws was commanding us we would 
obey, but we would both obey with our 
eyes wide open, our minds alert 

I forced my jaws to move and managed 
fo get out the question: 


” HAT instrument does Harry play? 
Tell me about his music.” 

Then the storm broke. 

The dew in her eyes made way for rain, 
torrents of it. Through the tears she 
looked at me, appealingly. 

“Doctor, why must we talk bout Harry? 
I’d much rather,” she hesitated again, 
“much rather talk about you.” 

There would be one more question before 
we sank together beneath the onrushing 
waves. 

“Why ?” 

There was no answer to that. 
no answer from her lips. 

It was her whole body that answered, 
that flung itself into my arms. 

She lay there, sobbing. 

Then the answer came from her lips—— 

“Oh, doctor, I am so ashamed but I can’t 
help it, and yet I’m not ashamed after all. 
Can’t you see how I love you?” 

The Pearl of Great Price was in my hand. 

I have no notion how long we sat there. 

I remember lifting her gently from my 
knees and going to lock the door. 

I opened my arms again and she took her 
place, nestling her little head on my. shoulder, 
letting me take my fill of kisses. 

The room grew dark. 

Our suppers, our friends, our homes were 
waiting. 

What should we do? 

I have never been able to understand the 
miracle that took place then. As I said at 
the beginning a Power, higher even than 
Nature took possession of me. There was 
nothing like reason in it. All my reason 
assented to the clamoring of my senses and 
my heart. But whatever it was that touched 
me then was higher than reason. 

I put my hands on her shoulders, lifting 
her head from its resting place. The room 
was in darkness. I could not see her eyes. 
Perhaps if I had been able to see them I 
could not have done what I did. 

“Do you know what you are, little girl?” 
I said. 


At least 


ES, I’m afraid I’m a very bad little 

girl,” she said, but there was no shame 
or sorrow in her voice, and I was glad of 
that. 

“No. You are not bad at all. 
the Pearl of Great Price.” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“T mean that I really think, I really know, 
that you are the divinest woman I have 
ever seen. You are the woman I have all 
my life been waiting for. But——” 

Could I, must I go on? 

“But what, doctor?” This very softly, 
and with a little bit of fear from the 
shadowy, fragrant little person on my knee. 

I took the plunge away from paradise. 

“But I am going to let you go.” 

The little head was buried on my shoulder 
again, and her body shook with sobbing, 
but she was a brave little party, was the 


You are 


assistant bookkeeper, and she also had a big 
consignment of pride. 
She put her hand on my shoulders. 
“Why, doctor ?” she whispered. 
you me go?” 


“Because, my darling, it would make you | 


unhappy in the end if I asked you to stay. 
I have had a glimpse of heaven. For my- 
self I would give up everything and follow 


you to the end of the earth, and take care | { 


of you always, and be happier than the 


“Why do | 


angels forever and ever. When the man in | 


the story found the Pearl of Great Price, 
he sold all that he had and bought it. I 
am willing to do that; I want to do that. I 
have been counting the cost, and it is not too 
much. Not for me. I can’t tell you how I 
know it, but I do know, that it is not best 
for you. You would be unhappy in the end. 
It isn’t only one person, you know, that our 
nerves cry for. It’s a certain type that Nature 
demands. It just happens that Harry and I 
belong to the same class though I am so 
much older. I should never have let you 
read the books. I should never have con- 
sented to make believe treat you. You 
didn’t need any treatment. All you needed 
was to be made to see that you can love 
Harry, and be happy with him.” 


I realized all that I was surrendering, but | t 


I would not retreat. 

“I’m going away for a while, little girl. 
I can arrange to take a trip to some place 
far off. And I’m going to take my wife 
along. Good God!” I said suddenly. “I’m 
just beginning to see something.” 

What do you see?” Her voice was sub- 
dued, half frightened again. 


“ Y, I see that my wife is very much 


like you, just as you say I am a bit | 


like Harry. Let’s try to make them both 
happy. Let’s at least give ourselves six 
months. I'll take myself away, and take my 
wife along. You see all you can of Harry. 


And when I get back we'll see where we 


stand. Shall we do that?” 

“All right, doctor. 
are very wise. But I'll miss you dread- 
fully 

I did not even kiss her good-by, as she 
rose from my knees, then fled from the 
room. 

I sprang up to follow her. I had not 
expected she would take my words so quickly 
and act with such breath-taking suddenness. 


be. 140 to *3300 


You know best; you | 


I opened the door to pursue her. Had I been | 


a fool, a madman, trading a true heaven for 
an imaginary one? I should have chased 
down the hall after her, but there was a 
group of nurses standing near, and I saw by 
their glances that they haa been following 
with their eyes her flight from my room. 


Perhaps already I had <uined her reputa- | 


tion, and my own. I would let the matter 
rest as it was for the moment. 

I went back into my room, locked the 
door, reached my desk and sat down. 

It was past midnight when I came out. 

It was six months before I entered the 
hospital again. 
to have been disturbed, and kindly Nature 
had, for all four of us, been doing her work 
well. My love, fastened so desperately to 
Myrtle Angell, had, by that curious trick 
“transference” been fastened with equal in- 
tensity on my sweet wife. After all, she was 
like Myrtle Angell, and Nature did not in 
the least care which of the two should be 
my mate. I had needed Myrtle to show me 


that my wife really met the deep yearnings | § 
| Jobs now obtainable; (5) Tell me how 1 can get the 


of my inmost self. As for her, she was en- 
gaged to Harry, and the old heavenly sun- 
shine had come back to her face to stay. 


rs you ever find yourself torn between love and beauty? I was all set to win 

the first prize in a nation-wide beauty contest but I voluntarily withdrew. 

Can you believe it? You will I am sure when you read in April Smart Ser the 
story of “The Prize My Beauty Won.” 
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My reputation seemed not | 
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san, the complexion clears most marvelously. 
Eyes brighten. Teeth whiten. The tongue is 
no longer coated, even on arising. And you 
never need take another harsh cathartic. 
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ll the dtenenee | in the world. Leave harsh, 
} sbit-forn ing cathartics alone. You never need 
them if you take an occasional calcium tablet. 
Free _ five-day, test of calcium is yours for 
asking. Nearly every drug store has Stuart's 
n wafers, but a box will be sent you com- 
plimentary, postpaid, if you address F, A. Stuart 
Co. Dept. C 176 Marshall, Mich. 
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Earn $50 to $200 a Week 


I Made My Husband Proud 
Me 


[Continued from page 60] 


When rain interfered with these outdoor 
sports I did my bedroom exercises. I walked 
down to the shopping district to do my 
marketing personally. 

By the end of summer I was much 
stronger, and felt much better. My flesh 
was firm; the flabbiness was gone. My hips 
were slender again. I began to have the 
figure of a girl. I was quicker in getting 
about, and always ran upstairs. In the 
autumn Ralph and Claire learned to dance. 
They often had young friends at the house, 
and so I danced with them. It put me on 


' | a different footing with my children. It not 


only made me young bodily, but gave me 
the spirit of youth which was the most 
important part of it. 

I also undertook to improve my mind. 
There were only twenty-four hours each day, 
but that’s all Mrs. Jerome had! What was I 
doing that she didn’t do? Well, I could 
save time on fancy needlework, bridge and 
newspapers, and read good maguzines. I 
read the best new novels, which is one way 
of keeping in touch with modern life. I 
read “Why We Behave Like Human Beings.” 
Especially I read a book review paper, and 
that helped a lot to keep me up-to-date. 

George and I continued in separate rooms 
and I did my exercises in the evening. Just 
for the moral effect, I bought myself a 
beautiful suit of silk pajamas in which to do 
my exercises. It emphasized the idea of 
beauty and youth that I was strivin; after. 
It toned up the whole idea of the work. 

One evening my husband came into the 
room and caught me at it, silk pajamas and 
all. I think, with his abstractions, he had 
hardly noticed the improvement I had made. 
On this occasion he had lost a cuff-link and 
was looking for another pair. He opened 
the door and saw me bending and twisting 
for a moment before I knew it. I felt 
cheap at his catching me, and I resented it. 

“What do you want?” I asked. 

“I’ve forgotten now, what I did come for,” 
he said. “You are really quite a picture, in 
that outfit.” 


E CAME toward me and I saw that he 

wanted to take me in his arms. The 
pretty pajamas might have had something to 
do with that, too. I wanted to let him but I 
checked the impulse. “Not yet,” I said to 
myself. I didn’t want him to kiss me, 
though I wanted him to want to. 

“The picture was not intended for you,” I 
said, stiffly. “This is private.” 

“T see,” he smiled. “I apologize, but I’m 
not sorry. How long have you—?” 

“None of your business.” 

“Keep it up, my dear, it’s doing you lots 
of good.” And he threw me a kiss as he 
went out. Then he called through the 
door for his cuff-links. I found them and 
handed them out. 

Among other things, I revived my interest 
in dramatics. I had been a promising elo- 
cutionist in school, and I joined a local club 
interested in amateur dramatics. We called 
ourselves the “Garrick Players,” because we 
used the Garrick Theater for our presenta- 
tions, and Mr. Haynes, the manager of the 
Garrick and a former actor, was the head 
of our executive committee and our stage 
director. We planned five productions for 
the year, the first being one-act plays, in 
which I did not appear. 

Finally, we planned to produce a three- 
act play, a prominent actress to be engaged 
for the star part, and’the club to make up 
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the rest of the cast. Mr. Haynes secured 
Alice Lawrence, who had played on Broad- 
way, for Friday evening, Saturday matinee 
and evening. Since I was assigned the short- 
est part, Mr. Haynes suggested that I might 
at least have the pleasure of reading the 
lines of the star during rehearsals. Every 
one said that I read them beautifully, and 
soon I began to know the lines and to put 
more meaning into them. Mr. Haynes even 
complimented me. 

Returning from one of these rehearsals, 
one day, I ran into Mr. Jerome, down town, 
and he drove me home. I made the most 
of the little visit, when he showed that he 
liked me, and I said that I wished I could 
see more of Mrs. Jerome as well. At his 
suggestion, I called her on the phone and 
invited them to the house for an evening. 
George was surprised, but pleased. He wou!'d 
have an evening with that exceptional woman. 
“All right,” I said to myself, “two can play 
at that.” 


F COURSE, Mrs. Jerome more or less 

took povsession of George. She liked 
him. So I took Mr. Jerome into George’s 
den to show him some photographs of the 
children and there we remained. After I 
turned out the bright desk light that George 
worked with, there was only a soft, mellow, 
wall-light, which gave the little room a cozy, 
warm quality. I could see Mrs. Jerome out 
in the bright light of the living room, fre- 
quently peering into our dimly lighted room, 
apparently wondering what her husband was 
doing in there. After a while she could stand 
it no longer, so she came to the door, followed 
by George. 

“I just want to see what these two are 
up to, hiding away in this chummy little 
room,” she said, with ostentatious good 
nature. 

“That’s what I'd like to know,” said 
George, taking the cue, but with genuine 
good nature. 

“Oh, my stars,” exclaimed Mr. Jerome, in 
mock surprise. I clean forgot that I even 
had a wife of my own.” 

“You look like it,” she said, in a tone of 
jesting, but I suspected that she was in 
deadly earnest. 

“George,” said Mr. Jerome, almost ignor- 
ing her, “Mrs. Harford is so charming and 
clever and beautiful, that she would make 
any one forget that he is married.” 

“Yes,” I said, partly joking, and partly 
with another meaning, “even Mr. Harford 
himself forgets that he is “_<7 

“Quite so,” said George. “I do forget it. 
I feel like a romantic young man just court- 
ing.” He was trying to set himself right. 

“Courting who?” I asked. 

Mr. Jerome, seeing a chance to get back 
at his wife, said, “Perhaps he thinks he is 
courting Mrs. Jerome.” And we all laughed. 

She showed her good breeding. “I think, 
my dear,” she said to me, patting my hand, 
“that all these men need watching.” 


ND that ended that, supposedly. Just 
4 the same, I felt that I had gained a 
point or two, first, by way of giving Mrs. 
Jerome a taste of her own medicine, if she 
wanted to charm my husband, and second, 
in showing George that other men might ap- 
preciate me, even if he didn’t. By this time 
I felt that my personality was waking up, 
just as I had spruced up a lot both mentally 
and physically. 
After they went, George really would have 
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taken me in his arms and made love to me 
again, like the romantic young suitor he had 


spoken of, if I had let him. But still 7 
froze him off. I did not feel that the time 
was quite ripe. I wanted him to value me 
sull more. 

Shortly after this, our production of the 
three-act play was due. On Thursday we 
were all set for a special rehearsal with the 
star herself, Alice Lawrence, but she was not 
on the train. We went through the re- 
hearsal without her. Then came the wire 
that she was ill with appendicitis, and had 
gone to a hospital. Could any substitute be 
found? Surely, no one could learn that 
part overnight, if she did not already know 
it. However, when Mr. Haynes joined the 
excited group he was curiously calm and 
undisturbed. He must have found some 
one by long distance phone. 

“Who did you get?” we all asked. 

“Why, we don’t need any one,” he replied. 
“We've got Mrs. Harford. She knows the 
part.” 


E MIGHT as well have shouted that 
the ship was on fire, or something. It 
scared me, and yet the idea thrilled me. 

We decided not to have the change men- 
tioned in the paper, or talked about. It 
might interfere with the attendance. Mr. 
Haynes said it could, be announced from the 
stage just before the, curtain went up. I 
suppose it was silly, but I did not even tell 
my husband what I was going to do. I 
wanted to surprise him. Always talking 
about the brilliant Mrs. Jerome! Well, this 
time he would have the surprise of seeing his 
own wife acquire some distinction. I took 
it for granted that he was going to see the 
play. 

Imagine how I felt when he said at supper, 
“I’m sorry I’ve got some work to do to- 
night, Helen. I'll see your play to-morrow 
night.” 

“T guess you won’t miss much,” I said. 

But down in my heart, I was so disap- 
pointed that I could have cried. I hadn’t 
realized until then how much I was doing 
it on his account. Of course, I wouldn't say 
so. If men could only understand a woman’s 
pride. I tried to console myself with the 
idea that I might be nervous at the first 
performance. I would do it better the next 
day. In the taxi, on the way to the theater, 
I told the children that they were not to say 
a word to their father about it. 

When the curtain went up, I thought too 
late of the announcement that Mr. Haynes 
had overlooked, about me taking the place 
of Miss Lawrence. 


WAS nervous, before the curtain went up, 

but when I got my cue to go on I felt 
quite natural. I think it was partly the 
wonderful good health I had built up, all 
those months. But I was keyed up, just 
the same and I just let myself loose. To 
start with, there was terrific applause when 
I first appeared, and I couldn't understand 
why. There were three or four curtain calls 
for me after the second act, and the whole 
cast paraded before the curtain. 

After it was all over I found out the 
reason for the big applause. They thought I 
was Alice Lawrence. If it had occurred to 
me that they thought that, I would have 
been paralyzed. A few of my friends recog- 
nized me, and they gathered back stage at 
the end to tell me how surprised they were. 
I looked so fresh and young. I said it was 
only the make-up and the bobbed hair; but 
it wasn’t. It was the effect of all that exer- 
cise to improve my figure. However, there 
were many of my friends and acquaintances 
in the town who didn’t recognize me. This, 
I thought, even making allowances for make- 
up, was the best proof of what I had done 
for myself. 

On the way home the children and I 
chuckled at the thought of their father seeing 


me featured in the newspaper the next morn- 
ing. But when we saw the paper, at break-~ 
fast, the headlines only said “Alice Lawrence 
Revives Former Success in Star Part,” and 
so on. Of course the reporter did not know 
me, and had not heard of the change. The 
children were disappointed, but to me it 
was flattering, thrilling, a bigger satisfaction. 

I watched George as he looked over the 
paper. “I see Alice Lawrence distinguished 
herself, but your name’s on the list, too, all 
covered with glory.” 

“Oh, I had a minor part,” I said. “I’m 
satisfied.” 

At noon he came home to lunch and said 
that he was going to the matinee instead of 
playing golf. “Why, you must have had 
a pretty good part, my dear. The people 
at the office said you were wonderful, and 
Jerome called me on the ‘phone to con- 
gratulate me about you. He raved. He’s 
going this afternoon again.” 

“Yes, I have a nice little part,” I said. 

I went early. The children were going 
again, with their father. I asked Claire to 
get him there just barely in time, so no one 
would tell him any more about it. She 
handled it nicely. She watched the time 
carefully, and had him drive back to the 
house for the opera glasses, which the little 
fibber said she had forgotten. This time 
Mr. Haynes made the announcement about 
my playing the title role, but George was 
just too late to hear it. 


EORGE said later that he wasn’t quite 

sure that it was me, even when he heard 
my voice. He couldn't believe it. It wasn’t 
merely my talent, it was my appearance. He 
had seen the improvement, especially that 
night that he had caught me at my exercises 
in my bedroom, but did not 
big change until he saw me up there on the 
stage, among the others, so fresh and young, 
so full of life. 

But there was more to it even than that. 
The heroine in the play was a neglected wife, 
and in her loneliness she had acquired a 
lover. This part was not true to life, as 
far as George and I were concerned, but it 
was something that might make him think, 
especially since there were some pretty warm 
love scenes, calling for a lot of emotional 
intensity. I knew that my husband was out 
tiere in front, and I just warmed up to 
the part as I had never dreamed that I 
could. The lover was played by Mr. Vincent 
Davis, an automobile salesman, so handsome 
that he’d be a riot in moving pictures. Really, 
too handsome for words, a man that it was 
easy to make love to on the stage. Well, 
we played those scenes with so much fire and 
feeling that a lot of people afterward said 
they forgot that we were acting, it was so 
real. Of course the wife goes back to her 
husband as the play ends, but he has learned 
his lesson. 

The applause was tremendous, especially at 
the end of the second act, following the big 
scene where the husband discovers the wife 
and her lover. And this time the audience 
knew it was not Alice Lawrence, but Helen 
Harford. I got my own surprise, when an 
usher came down the aisle with the biggest 
bunch of roses I ever saw. My husband, in 
real life, had sent out for them. 

George took the children home after the 
matinee, while all of us players had dinner 
down town. He instructed them to go to 
bed early, while he came back for the evening 
show, the last performance. I scarcely saw 
him until we started for home in a taxi, after 
twelve o’clock. 

“Well,” he said, after a little silence. “You 
surprised me.” 

“In what way?” I asked, wondering if he 
was thinking of the love-making scenes. 

“Oh, in a whole lot of ways. What put 
you up to all this?” 

“I didn’t want to be a dreadnaught. I 
didn’t want to be formidable.” 
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He laughed out loud. “Really, you're more 
formidable now than ever. 

“T am?” 

“In a different way,” he added. “The way 
you looked in the second act, I'm glad you're 
not some other man’s wife.” 

“Oh, you silly,” I said. “I’ve been im- 
proving my mind, too.” 

“Be careful, don’t carry that too far,” he 
said. “Nothing so formidable as these in- 
tellectual women, school teachers, college wo- 
men, business women. Some of them are 
terrible dreadnaughts.” 

“Oh, I never thought of that,” I said. 
“You don’t like women dreadnaughty? 
Just naughty ?” 

“Help. I never said that.” 

“Still,” I went on. “It isn’t because they 
have brains—brainy women can be just as 
sweet—it’s because they haven’t got--” 

“They haven’t got what you have, Helen, 
feminine charm, daintiness, that’s it.” 

“It’s because they let themselves slip, as 
you said once. They don’t keep dainty and 
young. They don’t keep active and up to 
the mark.” 

After we got home I went to my room, as 


usual. But first I picked up my big bouquet 


of roses—his roses—to take with me. Well, 
all the strain was over, and now camé re- 
laxation. I first took a bath, to refresh me, 
and then I got into a pair of brand new 
silk pajamas. 

When he knocked at my door, gently, I 
peeked out. 

“Can't I come in and tell you again how 
proud of you I am?” he asked. 

I opened the door wider. “If that’s all 
you have to tell me, you can come jn.” 

“No, that isn’t all,” he smiled, as he 
closed the door behind him. “There’s some- 
thing else I want to tell you.” 

This time there seemed to be nothing 
within me to say, “Not yet.” 

But as I hesitated I glanced into the full- 
length, closet door mirror. I did look nice 
in my new silk pajamas. He had not seen 
them before. These were blue, they matched 
my eyes. I pointed into the mirror. 

“How .do you like the picture, this time?” 
I asked. 

He came over and stood just behind me. 

“Don’t you think,” he asked, with his 
arms caressingly about me, and his cheek 
against my hair—‘“don’t you think that it 
takes two to make a perfect picture?” 


HEN is a husband not a husband? When you start running downhill you 
sometimes go faster than you mean to. I loved speed; I loved adventure; 
but I got more than I bargained for of both when I started the race that landed me 


in the arms of “My Mysterious Husband.” 


If you like thrills and excitement 


share mine with me as you read my story in April SMart Ser. 


Only a Cigarette Girl 


[Continued from page 37] 


open doors in this hotel wait a minute.” 


I went in a step or two, and faced him, 
but, he brushed past me and went over to 
the window, raised it and adjusted the shade. 
I watched him anxiously. I knew he was 
only stalling. 

“Well, service generally rates a tip,” he 
said significantly as he came up and 
grasped my hands. I was too tired and 
sleepy to try to escape him at first. 

“Please leave me alone. I’m dead tired.” 

“Just a kiss or two,” he insisted. 

Anger burned away my weariness as his 
face came closer. I drew back but Weaver 
was strong. I was unable to jerk away. 
He kissed me once, and then tried to put 
his arms around me. I kicked and squirmed. 
Our struggling carried us to the middle of 
the room where we collided with a chair 
and fell to the floor with a thumping noise. 
My exhausted muscles began to fail me, and 
in a panic at the knowledge of my help- 
lessness I started to scream, but something 
happened with a suddenness that took my 
breath away. 

Weaver’s weight was unexpectedly jerked 
off of me. There was a sound of scufiiling, 
a half-smothered oath, and the noise of a 
body falling across a bed. 

I was stumbling to my feet when hands 
reached out and assisted me. Dazedly I 
realized that Schuyler Briggs was asking me 
what he should do with the clerk. 

“Make him go,” I said. “He came up 
here to give me this room and tried to 
get fresh.” 

“T’ve got a good mind to knock him down 
again,” returned Briggs, doubling his fists 
and taking a step toward-the cowering 
Weaver. “He ought to be run out of the 
place.” 

But I couldn’t afford to have another 
scene. Others might hear the commotion 
and if it got back to the management both 
Weaver and I would be fired. “No, it'll 
only cause me more trouble. Just make him 
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go. He'll never dare try any more funny 
business with me.” 

“Get out,” ordered Mr. Briggs, and the 
clerk got out looking like a whipped dog. 

“Thank you ever so—” my voice seemed 
to drift away. I caught at the bed post for 
support, but missed it. I would have 
crumpled to the floor if he had not caught 
me in his arms. I leaned against him until 
my dizziness ended, then with his help I 
went over and sat on the side of the bed. 

“I’m so tired,” I said wearily. My head 
sank down and I slumped across the bed. 

“If I'd only gone back to Fiesta for you 
as I wanted to this never would have hap- 
pened.” 

“I wish you had,” I murmured, and 
some of my weariness miraculously departed 
with the knowledge that Schuyler Briggs had 
thought of coming back for me. The solici- 
tude in his blue eyes made a wave of ten- 
derness sweep over me. He seemed so much 
a great big boy who was eager to help, but 
who did not know exactly how to go about 
it. I found the strength to lift my hand to 
him. He kissed my fingers. 

“You really ought to make yourself much 
more comfortable and try to get some real 
sleep. Here, just a minute.” He arose and 
tiptoed away. 

It suddenly grew darker in the room. He 
had drawn down my shades. The next mo- 
ment he was back asking if he might remove 
my shoes. 

“There, now,” he said, “sleep, Nunciata.” 
A lingering touch of his hand, and I heard 
the door closing softly. 

As I took off my dress I realized that I 
would not have been afraid if he had re- 
mained in the room, but, I knew that I 
would have been if Mr. Briggs were Steven 
Wainwright. 

Afraid, afraid, afraid. The word kept 
jostling through my exhausted mind. Yes, 
that was it. I was afraid of Steven Wain- 
wright. Why? I did not know except that 
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Get Hair 
Like Mine 


By Edna Wallace Hopper. 


Why envy me my luxuriant hair? It is a simple 


result of easy cultivation I learned the secrets 
from the greatest hair experts in France 

I simply cultivate my 
scalp, keep it clean, fer- 
tilize and stimulate it, just 
as you would do with a 
flower garden 

The method I use was 
supplied me by French ex- 
perts. I know it to be the 
best It is highly concen- 
trated, so I apply it with 
an eye~lropper directly to 
the sealp. It takes but a 
minute a day 

As a result, I have 
never had falling hair or 
dandruff, never a touch of 
gray My hair is more 
luxuriant, at my grand old 
age, than when | was young 

I cannot conceive of a man or woman who will 
not employ my Hair Youth when they know it 
It means no dandruff, no falling hair, no gray hair 
It means all the luxuriance a healthy sealp can 
give hair 

All toilet counters supply Edna Wallace Hop- 
per's Hair Youth. It is applied with an eye-dropper, 


and the dropper comes with each bottle. I urge 
you to see what it does. If you would rather try 
it before buying, send the coupon. That will bring 


you a sample, also an eye-dropper. Also my Beauty 


Book. Clip coupon now 


For Trial Bottle Aés SS 


of Hair Youth mail this coupon to Edna 
Wallace Hopper, 536 Lake Shore Drive, Chi- 
cago Enclose 10 cents for mailing expenses 
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» who could make ugly trouble for me, and 


point of leaving. 


he was away. Mrs. Vanderpool couldn't 
hurt me. I went to a cheap little hotel and 
arranged for a room. 

Arriving at the Conquestador later I en- 
tered by the front lobby instead of taking 
the employees’ side entrance. I was too 
preoccupied with memories of the carnival 
to realize what I was doing until the bell 
captain, Sam, came up to me: 

“Good-night! Are you walking in your 
sleep?” he demanded, following me across 
the lobby. 


GUESS I’m in a daze, Sam,” I answered, 

trying to smile, “I was up so late at Mr. 
Wainwright’s party last night. He asked 
me out to serve champagne.” 

“Humph,” returned Sam, winking wisely, 
“You didn’t serve ’em long. I'll bet you got 
into the party yourself. Say, the more I 
think of young Briggs calling you a ‘prin- 
cess’, and the more I hear bell-hops, and 
even the clerks, saying you go around like 
a proud lady, the more I believe Briggs has 
got the right dope. Your selling cigarettes 
is a mystery to me. Are you just doing it 
on a bet?” 

“T wish I were, Sam,” I said. His words 
had a strange effect upon me because they 
brought to mind those mysterious things 
Aunt Conchita had said about my mother 
being so proud of her name and family. 

“Well, anyhow, you must’ve had a swell 
time. They tell me that Wainwright and 
his crowd got the old Romans licked when 
it comes to parties.” 

“It was wonderful!” 

“Tough break for young Briggs this after- 
noon. Hear bout it?” he demanded, on the 

“No, what happened to him?” I asked, 
inexplicably anxious. 

“His mount tripped. He fell clean enough 
but one of them mallets socked him in the 
head. He played the match out anyhow, 
but, he’s layed up in bed now and may be 
there for some time.” 


BS ie SO sorry,” I went to my dressing 
room unaccountably anxious at the 
thought of injury to young Mr. Briggs. He 
had been in my thoughts a good deal since he 


| saved me from Weaver, and I could not help 


| over his accident. 


feeling that was responsible for my anxiety 
It persisted as I slipped 
into the gypsy costume. A mysterious force 
prompted me to go to his room on the pre- 
text that he might need cigarettes. What I 
wanted to do was see for myself how badly 
off he was, and let him know how sorry I 
felt. Then, too, I hoped there might be 
something that I could do to show how I 
appreciated his kindness. 

“I just heard about your accident. I’m 
so sorry,” I said, finding him propped up in 
bed with a bandage around his forehead. 

“Well say, Nunciata, it’s worth a crack in 
the head to have you come up. How are 
you tonight ?” he answered, his voice sound- 
ing very strong and happy. 

“Fine, thanks to you. I’m so much obliged 
for all you did. I thought maybe you 
needed some cigarettes. May I leave some 
here for you, please?” 

“That’s mighty sweet of you. 
was just about out of smokes.” 

I took out a half dozen packages of the 
brand he bought from me previously. He 
half lifted his head from the pillow, but 
dropped back suddenly. “I forgot about the 
old head. Oh! nothing serious,” he hurried 
to say, noticing the anxiety on my face. 
“What I started to say was—don’t leave 
me more than one pack.” 

“But you'll smoke them up in a hurry, 
won't you?” 

“Absolutely! As quickly as I can. Then, 
I can send down and ask you to bring me 
some more. 


Jove! I 
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I'll be lonesome up here. That’s 


oné way of getting desirable company,” he 
said, his eyes glancing into mine. 

I blushed happily. It sort of lifted me 
up to hear him saying such a thing in his 
frank, honest way. My gaze wandered up 
to the bowi of beautiful roses by his bed. 
“Your friends won’t let you be lonesome, 
I’m sure. It looks like somebody’s already 
sent you flowers. Was it the blonde girl?” 

“No, the man whose mallet accidentally 
clipped me sent them up. Not Miss 
Thomasson. She left for Palm Beach this 
morning. Doesn’t even know about this 
little jar.” 

“Oh! I see, then maybe I'll send you some 
flowers.” 


T LOOKS like I’m going to have a very 

successful accident after all,” he smiled. 

I did not quite understand his words, but 
his smile warmed me with understanding. 

“Would you mind opening the west win- 
dow, please? That’s it! Fine! Now I can 
hear the music from the palm patio better. 
Listen, they are playing a tango down there 
now. I haven’t forgotten our dance last 
night. I don’t think I ever will. Remem- 
ber, Nunciata ?” 

“Yes, of course,” I answered, but strangely 
enough I remembered most of all that I 
had waited for a kiss from him just before 
we danced, and that he had not kissed me. 
I found myself impulsively wishing that he 
had! 

“Look at the sunset! The whole horizon 
seems beautifully on fire,” he exclaimed, 
suddenly enraptured by the vision. 

“It’s so very beautiful it hurts me here,” 
I said, touching over my heart. 

Schuyler Briggs turned his face slowly 
from the window and searched me as if he 
were trying to fathom some mystery that 
hung about me. 

“Whatever got into you to be a cigarette 
girl? Somehow I always keep thinking of 
you as somebody vastly different. Just why, 
I can’t exactly say; but, I can tell you what 
I think you are, if you’d like me to,” his 
blue eyes looked directly into mine. They 
had been very clear, but a little mist was 
filling them which made his handsome young 
face wistfully appealing. 

“Please tell me.” 


ERHAPS you'll laugh at my way of 

romancing. But, anyhow, the first time 
I saw you selling cigarettes in the palm patio 
I made believe you were a beautiful young 
princess who had been abducted by gypsies, 
and had grown up knowing nothing of her 
real origin, just believing she was a gypsy 
girl selling cigarettes for a living.” 

“You thought of me as a stolen ‘princess! 
Why?” I asked, wishing that what Schuy- 
ler Briggs so romantically suggested was 
true. Perhaps those who love to play at 
pretty make-believe will understand why 
Nunciata, the cigarette girl, was so lured by 
his fairy story. 

“IT cannot really tell you why—except that 
you, yourself, made me feel that way. And, 
now, are you going to tell me why you 
really became a cigarette girl?” 

For a moment I didn’t know what to say. 
Ii I told the truth I would have to confess 
that I came to the Conquestador to find 
thrill, and to be in the midst of luxury. The 
truth was not as pretty as his make-believe 


story. I found myself wanting him to be- 
lieve his own. But, he was waiting for my 
answer. 


“My home was so ugly, and I have always 
loved beautiful things. I came here to be 
near the beautiful,” I tried to stop there. 
Yet my voice went on, “and, to look for— 
for romance,” I ended. 

The room seemed to fill with soft under- 
standing silence for a few moments. Then 
Schuyler Briggs spoke, and for the first time 
his voice sounded like music that touches 
our hearts. 
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“Romance!” he repeated, “How we all 
look for it and, how hard it is to find. I 


mean true romance. Not the gilded sub- 
stitute that abounds hereabouts.” 

I looked out of the window at the 
rambling towers and turrets of the Conques- 
tador sketched against the golden afternoon 
sky, and beyond them to the roof tops of 
Coral Gables’ sumptuous homes. A picture 
of Fiesta as I had seen it the night before at 
the carnival came to my mind. I considered 
the Conquestador, Coral Gables, Fiesta, 
Steven Wainwright and his gay crowds, as 
romance. But Schuyler was denouncing 
them as gilded substitutes! 


Y THOUGHTS went whirling around. 

All my beliefs and opinions on the 
matter of romance seemed _ topsy-turvy. 
Could I have made a mistake? I began to 
wonder if anything was destined to happen 
that would prove Steven was offering me 
only a gilded substitute. 

“Some day those of us who look hard 
enough will find it, Nunciata. I hope you 
do. You seem the very soul of romance. I 
guess that’s why I thought of you as a stolen 
princess. And, won't you hope I'll find it, 
too?” 

I didn’t quite understand. He’d found it. 
Schuyler Briggs was to marry Miss Thomas- 
sen! 

Suddenly we found ourselves searching 
each other’s eyes. I saw an indescribable 
yearning in his that made me half-under- 
stand the why of his request,—he was still 
seeking something, and it seemed that his 
youth was appealing to mine, to help him 
find that something. I wished that I dared 
to answer this appeal, but he belonged to 
another girl. 

“I must be going now,” I said reluctantly, 
realizing that the dinner crowd was. gather- 
ing. “If I can get you anything, or do 
anything you'll let me know, won’t you, Mr. 
Briggs?” 

“Schuyler, please. It isn’t quite right for 
me to call you Nunciata, and have you high- 
hat me.” 

“All right, Schuyler.” I never dreamed 
that I would be calling him by his first 
name. 

“Promise you'll come back later. I like 
to talk to you. The more I do, the more I 
believe in the story I’ve made up about you.” 

“Tl be glad to. Maybe you'll tell me 
again that I’m a princess the gypsies stole. 
Oh! I loved your thinking that about me,” 
I whispered. I went out of his room, pic- 
turing castles in Spain, and myself a princess 
leaning over a wall talking to Schuyler 
Briggs in the costume of a prince. 

A golden carriage drove up with Vera 
Thomasson in royal robes. She looked at 
me, and her sneer was like a black wand 
that swiftly turned my princess dress into 
the gaudy costume of a Spanish gypsy. I 
seemed to sneak out of the beautiful garden 
and hide behind the high wall where I 
cried broken-heartedly. 

“That’s just what will happen in true life 
if I let myself really care for Schuyler Briggs. 
He’s engaged to marry a girl who considers 
me as the dust. I mustn’t think of him 
the way I'd like to. It'll only hurt me to 
do it,” I decided and I forced myself to stop 
dreaming of finding romance with Schuyler 
Briggs. Or, at least, I thought I did. 

The tropic dusk was like an amber veil 
flung over the palm patio. Again the Con- 
questador’s red tile roofs seemed like fantas- 
tic flames through the wind stirred paim 
branches. Once more, I found myself drift- 
ing through the gay crowd of gorgeous 
women and attractive men, touched by the 
magic spell of it all. 

I looked more closely at the jewelled 
beauties and the dinner-jacketed men. I 
listened more keenly to the gay voices and 
the tinkling glasses. Perhaps, Schuyler 


Briggs was right about pleasure-mad Miami 


being a substitute for the real romance we 
both sought. But, was not experienced 
enough then to see the difference. 


"LL always want beautiful things, and a 
good time,” I told myself, rebelling in- 
wardly against the circumstances that had 
almost spoiled my first real taste of thrill and 
luxury. I hadn’t done any wrong by going 
to Fiesta. I had only enjoyed myself. What 

was the use of cheating myself of life? 
I began looking around for Steven Wain- 


_wright. Since I had decided to stop thinking 


of Schuyler Briggs on account of Vera 
Thomasson, Mr. Wainwright was the only 
man left with whom I might find the ro- 
mance I so eagerly sought. 

I met Steven Wainwright at the far end 
of the patio. He was stunning in flannels, 
blue coat, and a gold-braided yachtsman’s 
cap. He came up, and picked over my tray. 
It was only a blind for what he had to say: 

“I have fifteen hundred dollars for you. 
Slip out into formal garden by the blue 
summer house.” He paid for the cigarettes 
with a five dollar bill and sauntered away 
without waiting for change. I gasped, and 
felt dizzy. Fifteen hundred dollars for me! 
At first I was baffled. Then I remembered 
his roulette promise. He must have won the 
money for me! 

I purposely waited a while before going 
into the formal garden. I wanted a chance 
to make up my mind what was the right 
thing to do. Fifteen hundred dollars was 
a fortune to me. I wanted to accept it. 
I could buy some beautiful clothes. Then 
there was another reason. I had been put 
out of home. I had only fifty dollars. Sup- 
pose I lost my job, or became ill? If he’d 
been giving it to me as a present there 
wouldn’t have been any question. I'd have 
refused it. It wasn’t right for a girl to take 
money from a man, but he had won it for 
me playing roulette at Mrs. Vanderpool’s. 


ELL, I took it out there in the garden 

by the blue summer house. A thousand 
dollar bill and one five hundred dollar bill. 
I was so overcome I could only stammer 
my thanks. 

“Did you enjoy the carnival last night ?” 
he asked. 

“It was wonderful!” 

“Then, perhaps you'll be interested in the 
treasure hunt I’m giving tonight. It’s to 
start from my yacht, El Bandelero. The 
treasure will be hidden on one of the many 
little off-shore islands. We will hunt in all 
kind of craft. Speedboats, hydroplanes. 
There will be a big dance afterwards aboard 
John Maitland’s yacht, ‘Christine’.” 

“How thrilling!” I cried. 

“You'll come along?” he asked, his fin- 
gers grazing mine. 

“You're inviting me?” I gasped. 

“My speed boat, Foam, will be waiting at 
the Cocoplum pier at eleven o'clock. Can 
I expect you?” 

“I'll be there,” I said, deliberately ig- 
noring the fact that it might mean getting 
in wrong with the management on account 
of leaving early. “Shall I come in this cos- 
tume ?” 

“There'll be no serving for you tonight, 
Nunciata. You’re going to be one of the 
treasure hunters. Now, about clothes. Wear 
an evening dress.” 


Y HOPES fell. 
got one.” 
“The Conquestador Women’s Shop is open 
until nine. Can’t you > 

“Yes, I'll get some things there right 
away,” I interrupted, thinking of the fifteen 
hundred dollars. It seemed a good thing 
then that I had accepted the money after 
all. “You'll excuse me if I run now. I’m 
afraid they'll be looking for me in the palm 
patio.” 

“Chase along, Nunciata. If you can, get 
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“I’m sorry I haven't 
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|some kind of a flame dress; that’s the kind 
| I'd like to see you wear.” 

As usual, the palm patio crowd thinned 
out around seven o'clock. I went im- 
| mediately to the Women’s Shop. At first, 
Miss Weinstein didn’t appear to understand 
what it was all about. She asked when the 
customer would be down. 

“I’m the customer, myself.” 

“You! Why, Nunciata, are you plumb 
crazy? You couldn't touch one of my 
dresses. Not one under two hundred.” 

“There, that’s the kind I want,” I said, 
pointing to a gown draped over a form like 
a sheath of coral flame. The woman stared 
from the dress to me. I thought she’d have 
apoplexy ! 

“It’s my only Lucile model! 
dred and twenty-five dollars.” 

I was too excited to be stunned by the 
price. I flashed the five hundred dollar 
bill. The woman’s eyes almost popped out, 
but, she made a bee line for that dress. 


Two hun- 


BOUGHT a beautiful little ring, slipped 

it on and rushed for an elevator. The 
Biscayne Balcony was not very crowded. I 
floated over to the Gable Grill. Only a few 
people in there. I was on the point of 
leaving when the headwaiter called me. I 
was wanted in Suite A. A sinking feeling 
assailed the pit of my stomach. What did 
Mrs. Vanderpool want? 

I soon found out, although she tried to 
give the impression that her reason for call- 
ing me was that she wanted cigarettes. Mrs. 
Vanderpool really wanted to learn if I were 
going to Mr. Wainwright’s treasure hunt. She 
didn’t come right out and ask me, but, then 
| neither had she actually reminded me in 
words of that last scene between us at Fiesta. 

However, the minute she got the informa- 
tion that I was going, she suddenly excused 
herself and went to the telephone in the 
| next room. 


WANT to send a wireless message,” I 

heard her saying. Then, after a little 
wait: “To Steven Wainwright, aboard El 
| Bandelero, Biscayne Bay. Regret circum- 
stances prevent my joining your party to- 
night. Evelyn Vanderpool.” 

She smiled queerly as she came back. It 
was that smile, I think, that made me see 
through everything. Mrs. Vanderpool wanted 
me to understand she did not care to join 
Mr. Wainwright’s party since I was to be 
there. She was too good to associate with 
a girl of whom she thought the worst. 

My impulsive Latin blood was respon- 
sible for the way I turned on her. I forgot 
that she was a society lady and a guest at 
the Conquestador. In the madness of that 
moment Mrs. Vanderpool was only a woman 
who had insulted me. It was all I could 
do to keep from laying hands on her. “You 
believe the worst about me without cause,” 
I cried. “I only got into that bed before 
| dressing to see how silk sheets feel.” 

“My word! What a pretty, naive alibi! 
I suppose you'll tell me now that you only 
took money from Steven Wainwright by the 
| blue summer house today to see what his 
money felt like. I happened to see the trans- 
action from my balcony,” she sneered. 

“He owed me that money. It was what 
he won right up here last night at roulette 
for me,” I flared back at her. But, the 
moment those words escaped my lips I knew 
I had said the wrong thing. 


“Young woman, Steven Wainwright lost 
every bet he placed at roulette last night. 
For the first time in his life he lost every 
placed bet. Here’s your money for the 
cigarettes.” She threw a bill on my tray and 
walked away. 

Strong hands seemed suddenly to catch me 
by the throat and throttle me. Bitter at 
Steven Wainwright for having tricked me 
into taking his money, I decided to give it 
right back to him. But—the dress of coral 
flame, and the other things! I'd spent five 


‘hundred dollars of his money. 


As you may know, hate and anger breed 
revenge in the tropics. Evelyn Vanderpool 
had insulted me. There was one way to 
strike back at her that would hurt. Through 
Steven Wainwright! She was out to marry 
him. It no longer made any difference that 
he had given me money under false pre- 
tenses. I would play him against the woman 
who had insulted me! 

“T'll throw myself in her way! I'll keep 
him from her. I'll accept all his favors. I'll 
thrill him into forgetting her,” I determined. 

Consequently, I was all keyed up as I 
stepped aboard the speed boat. When the 
Foam leaped through the water, her bow 
lost in a burst of white spray, my heart 
started thrumming like her engine. I set- 
tled back against the pillows and cushions, 
my eyes and ears filling excitedly with the 
gleaming lights of moving and anchored 
craft; the sound of gay voices; music drift- 
ing over the water; and the dancing stars 
and crescent moon overhead. 

Before I could realize it, the lights and 
the music seemed to suddenly merge into a 
long yacht that rode white and graceful 
against the eastern horizon. 

I knew it must be Mr. Wainwright’s El 
Bandelero. 

A whole fleet of speed boats, small cruisers, 
and a hydroplane surrounded the big boat. 

There was much cheering and waving as 
we came alongside and I lost my nerve for 
a moment. After all, I was alone, and a 
stranger. The people aboard El Bandelero 
were all friends. They belonged to the same 
set. Vera Thomasson had let me know how 
people of her crowd felt toward a cigarette 
girl. But as I waved and called out timidly 
Steven Wainwright came to the head of the 
ladder. 

“Ahoy, there Nunciata,” he called, then 
ran down and helped me upon the platform 
that swung above the water. “Mighty glad 
you got here,” he said aloud, then under 
his breath as he took my hand, “what’s your 
last name, dear? I have to present you 
tonight, you know.” 

“Sanchez,” I whispered, thrusting my arm 
through his. 

We ducked into a doorway and hurried 
down a narrow spotless corridor. Crossing 
a wide space where four men were noisily 
shooting dice he ushered me into a gorgeous 
room. The look of admiration that came to 
Steven Wainwright’s face when he took off 
my shawl thrilled me more than what he 
said a few moments later while working to 
extract a champagne cork: 

“At last I can drink a toast to a picture 
I’ve dreamed about all my life, a girl like 
you in coral flame!” 

Pop! went the cork. 

“To the picture of a dream!” he said. 

Then he whispered: “I have a scheme that 
will leave us alone under the stars tonight. 
There are things I want to tell you.” 


[x MY excitement at joining Steven Wainwright's treasure hunt I forgot my 
sorrow at my father’s actions, my fear of my brother Pedro, my anger at Mrs. 
Vanderpool’s insinuations, everything but the mad joy of the moment—forgot 
them at least until the events that I will tell you about in the April Smart Set 
brought them all upon me again like a raging tide which drove me in desperation 


to seek shelter with the only person who remained my friend although I was 
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Only a Cigarette Girl. 
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Sweet Irish Love 


[Continued from page 67] 


for Miss Gladys. 


in and her eyes were like stars. 


At nine she came bursting 
“Dress me 
“I’m going out.” 

I asked, not 


quick, Rosy,” she said. 

“To dance, Miss Gladys?” 
knowing what to get her. 

“No, Rosy, no! Not to dance nor to do 
anything! I’m going out. And I want to 
wear the very prettiest dress I've got.” 

She chose a shell pink, the loveliest thing 
my eyes ever saw. She sat down at the 
little silver dressing table and put touches 
of shadow under her eyes. “How do I look, 
Rosy?” she asked. She lifted a face that 
was like a sweet, little picture, and all the 
time she was pressing her lips with her 
sharp, little teeth. “I can’t use lip-stick to- 
night,” she said. She led me to the south 
window. 

“I’m going out, Rosy,” she whispered. 
“Remember you swore you'd help me! Do 
you see the light down there?” She pointed 
down the long, gravel path. “It’s the little 
lodge. His room is there, and I’m going 
down to see him. He's waiting for me.” 

“Is it Mr. Laird, Miss Gladys?” For I 
did not understand her. 


N° ROSY, no! Don’t be stupid! It’s 
Gardner Lee. Don’t you understand ?” 
She fairly shook my arm. “Beyond that 
lodge Mr. Laird’s estate begins, and they 
brought Gardner here to combine them, so 
when Mr. Laird and I are married, we'll 
have the finest place on Long Island. They 
brought him here a month ago, and we met, 
Gardner and I. And we fell in love. That’s 
all there is to it. I’m in love, Rosy, in 
love! And we can’t get married because 
I’ve got to marry Algie! But I love Gardner. 
I love him so I could die for him—die with 
him—die anyway—just so I could be with 
him.” Her face was like a flash of wilful 
flame. “You've got to help me, Rosy. 
You promised you'd help me.” 

“Faith, that I will, but Miss Gladys— 
dear! Why don’t you break off with Mr. 
Laird ?” 

“T can’t, Rosy, I can’t! It’s gone too far. 
Mother would have a fit if I broke my en- 
gagement to Algie. She has a weak heart. 
She’d die. And father’s mixed up with Algie 
somehow in business. I’ve got to go through 
with it.” She caught her breath again and 
panted. “I’m putting it off—and off, but 
it’s got to be a June wedding.” 

June! When the sun comes dancing to 
earth, and calls the last flower from its 
sleep and tells each living thing to wake and 
love! “It would be a great sin, Miss 
Gladys.” 

“But what else can I do? Come! Gardner 
is waiting for me. You must come with 
me. You promised me, Rosy.” 

I slipped on the little cape I had worn 
from the town, and my felt hat. We went 
down the back staircase together, across the 
wide veranda, and down the gravel path. 
She stopped at a bench. “You sit here, 
Rosy, and wait for me.” 

“You won't be long, Miss Gladys?” 

“I'd stay forever, if I could, and don’t 
you let anyone follow me.” 

I felt stupid enough sitting there like a 
log, not knowing what to do. What was 
this happening to a decent girl like Rosy 
O’Casey? Only a week in America; to come 
to this fine house, and find my lovely young 
mistress out at night, meeting the wrong 
man. While I sat there worrying, wonder- 
ing how long Miss Gladys would be, 
heard a step. 

A young man was coming slowly toward 
me from the house. He carried a little, 
silver cane. 


He looked like a fine, young 


gentleman out to get the night air, yet un- 
easy about something. As he came up 
abreast of me, I rose and stood in his way. 
“Where are you going?” I asked, not know- 
ing what to say, yet remembering that Miss 
Gladys had instructed me that no one was 
to pass. 


E SMILED. “I am merely taking a 

walk.” Then he looked right at me and 

said: “Will you kindly tell me who you are?” 

“I’m Rosy O’Casey, Miss Glady’s new 

maid.” I opened my cape so that he could 

see my uniform. “And Miss Gladys told 
me to wait here.” 

Ah!” His face brightened. “I’m glad | 
to know you, Rosy. I’m Mr. Laird. And 
I want you to take very good care of Miss 
Gladys.” He stood flicking the hedge with 
his cane, and the scent of blossoms filled the 
air. “You're young to be Miss Glady’s 
maid. I’m always thinking of her, you see.’ 

At that I flared up. “I'll be eighteen sé. 
Patrick’s Day, and a girl that’s born on the 
Saint’s Day has good sense.” He looked 
so unhappy that I spoke softer: “I’m an 
O’Casey of Castle Kenmare, County Kerry. 
And you can trust an O’Casey.’ 

He took off his hat and bowed to me. 
“My respects to an O’Casey. I own the 
castle Lough Lein on the lakes of Killarney, 
just north of you. Lough Lein. You may 
have heard of it.” 

“You're not the Laird of Lough Lein!” 
For ‘twas he, himself, the young man who 
had helped my father, standing before me! 
The story was one that had made Irish his- 
tory three years before. My father marched 
off with his men to fight for his rights, and 
when he was wounded and dying, they car- 
ried him into Castle Lough Lein, and the 
owner, a rich young American, took care of 
my father and gave him every comfort to 
his last breath. I was only a slip of a girl 
when it happened, but oh, the love I had 
in my heart for him, the Laird of Lough 
Lein! I caught both his hands. “I’m Rosy 
O’Casey whose father you took care of. 
Oh, how can I ever thank you enough, Sir! 
I don’t know what to say to you—for all 
you did for us!” 

“There, there, Rosy!” he said. “Your 
father was a fine man, an Irish gentleman.” 

“He was, Sir, and he died blessing you. 
My mother says a prayer for you every 
night, and so do I, and I will to the day 
of my death. The O’Casey’s love you, Mr. 
Laird!” 

“But what are you doing here Rosy, in a 
position like this?” 


T’S a long story, Mr. Laird. I have three 

little brothers. And I’m here to earn 
money. We've got to rebuild Castle Ken- 
mare or it'll fall down on our hands.” 

“Your father told me about the old 
Castle. We had many talks together before 
that gunshot wound in his lungs carried him 
off.” 

My eyes filled with tears at mention of 
my father. “You can see how much I want 
to earn money, Mr. Laird—how much our 
family needs it.” I still had hold of his 
hands. I felt as if I could never let them 
go. 

“I believe the Queens of Ireland were 
never afraid of hard work, from the stories 
your father told me of your family history. 
You’d be Queen Rose if Kings still ruled 
Ireland. Wouldn’t you?” He was trying 
to make me laugh, to stop my tears. “You're 
in the straight line of descent.” He looked 
down at my hands. “They don’t look as if 
you had done much rough work, Rosy.” 
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“Only embroidery in the convent, Mr. 
Laird. But they'll get many a blister, now. 
See? I pricked my finger on Miss Glady’s 
gown.” 

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” he said. “And I’m 
going to ask Gladys a 

“Please don’t,” I interrupted. “I don’t 
want her to know it. I’m proud, Mr. Laird. 
I'd rather she'd think I’m just an ignorant 
Irish girl. You won't tell her. Will you?” 

“I'll keep your secret, Rosy, but I want 
to see you again to talk to you about Lough 
Lein and Ireland.” 

The memory of all he had done for us 
came over me again. “Oh, Mr. Laird! 
How can I ever thank you enough!” 

“You are thanking me now, Rosy. I’ve 
enjoyed this talk.” His lips were as sen- 
sitive as the mouth of a girl. He looked 
just as I always knew he would look. After 
what seemed a year, so much was going 
through the minds of both, he tried to pass. 
“I saw Miss Gladys go down this way.” 


I could not lie to him. “If you will go 
back to the house, Mr. Laird, I'll find her 
for you.” 

It was a queer thing for me to say, and 
for a full minute he stood looking me right 
in the eyes. “Very well, Rosy.” That was 
all he said, and he turned and went back 
to the house. 

At top speed I flew down the gravel path 
towards the little lodge. It was like a gate- 
way extending over the road, with rooms 
overhead. There was a light upstairs, and I 
ran up the little staircase. At the top I 
paused, for I heard a man’s angry voice. 
“You don’t love me, Gladys.” 

And I heard Miss Gladys crying: “I do 


‘|love you, Gardner.” 


“But you announced your engagement to 
Laird today.” 

“But: what else can I do?” 

“Throw him over and marry me. What 
any girl would do if she loved a man.” 

“But I can’t. There’s father and mother 
and everything.” 

“You mean there’s his money, and this 
immense estate, and all his other places, 
Newport, Versailles, Como. And his yachts 
and cars and castles.” 

“Oh, Gardner! It isn’t that.” 

“Then what in hell is it? Don’t you 
love me?” 

“Yes, but——” 


“QUT not enough to come with me and 

rough it. That’s it. Not enough to live 
with me in a railroad car if I'm building a 
road, or in a tent if I’m digging a canal. 
Not enough to live my life with me. It’s 
asking a lot of you, Gladys, but no more 
than any other flesh and blood man would 
ask of the girl he loved.” 

“How can I? I do love you enough, 
Gardner. But I’m afraid.” 

“Bah!” There was a sound, the falling 
of a chair, as if he had pushed her from 
him. 

I stole down the stairs and stood under- 
neath. “Miss Gladys,” I called. She came 
to the top of the stairs, in the flickering 


light. 

“What are you doing here? I told you 
to sit on that bench.” Her voice was sharp. 

“He’s waiting for you, Miss Gladys,” I 
| called up softly. 
| She knew what I meant. She whispered 
|to Gardner a minute and then she came 
down the stairs. Her face was white and 
her eyes frightened. “What did you tell him, 
Rosy ?” 

“Nothing, Miss Gladys.” 

“Are you sure?” And she gripped my 
arm tight as if she thought my heart was 
as false as hers. She did not speak again 
until we came to the house, where Mr. Laird 
stood on the piazza waiting for her. 

He came and took her arm. “Isn’t it 
late for you to walk in the grounds, 
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Gladys?” he asked. “You said your head 
ached and you wanted to go to bed.” 

She snatched her arm away. “I wish 
you'd stop spying on me,” she said petulant- 
ly. “You don’t know how you annoy me, 
Algie,” 

“Gladys,” he answered quietly: “May I 
come in a minute? I want to talk to you. 
People who are going to be married so soon 
ought not to feel as you feel to me.” 

“Well, I can’t talk tonight.” She looked 
away from him uneasily. But he was look- 
ing her steadily in the face. She said “Good 
night” quickly. and I followed her into the 
house and up to her room. 

If Mr. Laird loved her I would try to 
help him. I loved him enough for that. 
“He loves you, Miss Gladys,” I said as I 
was taking off her lovely, pink dress. “His 
kind of love is wonderful.” 

“What on earth do you mean? You Irish 
are so funny.” She was sitting on the edge 
of her bed now, wrapped in her robe of 
eider-down. 

I sat down on a stool at her feet. “Miss 
Gladys,” I said, “we Irish know all about 
love. We marry for it. We live out under 
the stars, and hide in the hay stacks and 
under the green hedges and never know 
what cold or hunger is, nor wind or weather 
just so we have love enough.” 

“I never felt that kind of love, Rosy.” 

“You could if you'd only let him show 
you.” 

She bent to me eagerly. “Let who show 
me? Gardner?” 

“No, no, Miss Gladys. Not that rough, 
selfish kind.” 

She stared at me. “That's the only kind, 
Rosy. I’m seventeen and I know. I like 
the rough kind of love.” 

“Miss Gladys, don’t talk like that. That 
isn’t love, it’s something else. Something 
that doesn’t last. Real love is like a seed 
in the springtime. It needs warmth and 
sun and kind treatment. And it grows 
strong and sends its roots down deep. And 
when the cold comes it still lives on. Its 
roots have gone down so deep into life that 
the cold can never find them. That’s the 
kind of love Mr. Laird can give you, Miss 
Gladys. And he'll be gentle with you, Col- 
feen, not rough like the other one.” 

She pounded her silk pillow. “I’m afraid 
I’m not the right kind of a girl, Rosy. I 
can’t keep away from Gardner.” 

“Don’t try to fool Mr. Laird, Miss 
Gladys,” I begged. “He’s too good for that. 
His love is the unselfish kind.” And then 
my heart came in my throat for thinking of 
him. I wanted to tell her to take Gardner. 
He was good enough for her and to let Mr. 
Laird alone. Her poor, shallow nature 
could never measure up to his. 

“Tell me about that kind of love, Rosy.” 

“There was Queen Roslein, Colleen. The 
Queen St. Patrick loved, but she was the 
wife of King Tavvish.” 

“And did St. Patrick love her, Rosy, as 
much as Gardner loves me?” 


= E LOVED her more, Colleen. He loved 

her so that he would not as much as 
touch the hem of her garment since she was 
the wife of King Tavvish. And one day St. 
Patrick saw her walking along a strange 
highway, alone in the springtime. And when 
the path ahead grew rocky, she stopped. 
And St. Patrick gazing at her close to him, 
saw that she carried under her heart the 
flower of the love she bore the King. He 
stretched out his hand; and lo! the rocks 
were cushioned with soft green for her feet, 
shamrocks blossomed around her. That’s 
unselfish love, Colleen.” 

“I suppose so, Rosy,” she said. But her 
eyes were shut and there was a stubborn 
line around her mouth. She did not speak 
again but fell asleep. 

I had breakfast with half a dozen of the 
servants the next morning. They were full 
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of news. Mr. Laird had sent a saddle- 
horse for Miss Gladys. He was in the 
breakfast room waiting for her to come 
down. I knew that she would not wake 
and I had to go in the breakfast room and 


tell him. I took up her breakfast. She lay 
in bed, the covers up to her chin. “I don’t 
want to see him today. You can tell him 
so.” 

When I went out with her message he 
stood alongside the horses. “I’m sorry,” he 
said. “Do you ride?” 

“Yes, but please don’t ask me. You for- 
get that I am only the maid here.” I spoke 
under my breath, not daring to look at him. 

“I did forget,” he answered. We stood 
side by side for a minute and the same 
thought was in both our minds. “How fine 
it would be to mount those two thorough- 
breds and dash away together for a long 
wild ride—to talk about Ireland.” 

When Mrs. Easton heard that her daugh- 
ter would not see him, her face flushed. 
And I wondered at this mother so aloof 
from her daughter, and the father who came 
home to dinner and for bed, like a horse 
to his stall. 

Miss Gladys, although she was engaged to 
Mr. Laird, scarcely ever saw him alone. She 
kept me always with her. The house was 
filled with guests. There was dancing every 
night. And after it was all over, my pretty, 
young mistress stole down to the lodge no 
matter how late it was. And I sat up for 
her. 

One night she did not return. It was 
dawn when she came creeping in. Her eyes 
were black with shadows and her hands 
were icy cold. “Whatever did happen to 
you, Miss Gladys?” I asked her. 

She was crying as I got her to bed. “Don’t 
ask me to tell you, Rosy. I’m so tired.” 


UT there was no rest for her next day. 

Her mother was giving a luncheon in 
honor of her engagement to Mr. Laird. As I 
dressed her for it I said: “You're not able, 
Miss Gladys. You're white as a ghost. Let 
me call your mother.” 

“My mother.” She shook her head. “Why 
she’s the cause of it all. If I cross her she 
has heart failure. It takes three specialists 
to pull her through. In this country, Rosy, 
there are mothers and mothers!” She gave 
a reckless little laugh. ‘But at least I don’t 
want her death on my conscience.” 

She swore to me that night that she 
wouldn’t go to the lodge again, but she did. 

“How will it all come out?” I asked my- 
self. Then came a night that stopped my 
heart with sorrow. 

It was after one of those dinners that she 
hated so. She slipped away during the 
coffee and came upstairs. Her lips were 
very white and her eyes heavy. “I’m going 
down to see him tonight, Rosy, just tonight, 
but you'll have to go with me.” 

I left her at the foot of the staircase 
where Gardner was waiting for her. All the 
rough look was gone out of his face. She 
did not smile, nor did he. By his face I 
could see that it broke the heart of him to 
see her so white. I went back along the 
main path. 

Mr. Laird was walking up and down the 
terrace under her window. I tried to slip 
past him but he stopped me. He looked 
up to where her lights shone. “Please ask 
Miss Gladys to come down a minute, Rosy.” 
He smiled a weary smile. “I thought this 
might please her.” 

The light from the window fell full upon 
his pale face. He had a Boston bull-pup 
tucked under his arm. “Mr. Algie,” I said. 
“Sure, that bull-pup will never bait a bull 
for you. What a dog.” 

He laughed for all he was so sad. “It’s 
like the rest of. us, Rosy. We’re too high- 
bred to be of much use.” 

“If you were an Irishman, Mr. Laird, 
you’d just be rolling up your sleeves and 


getting ready to fight.” I stopped for fear 
I was saying too much. He was trying so 
hard to be loyal to her, but I had to tell 
him. “You'll have to excuse Miss Gladys 
tonight.” 

“I knew it, Rosy!” There was a queer 
look in his eyes. I wondered just how 
much he did know. “I wish you would 
help me, Rosy.” It was the plainest we 
had ever spoken. “I am very unhappy.” 

“Do you love Miss Gladys?” 

“No, Rosy. I have not loved Gladys for 
a long time. I don’t think I ever loved 
her. It was her beauty. Then came her 
coldness. I have. asked her to release me, 
but she says she loves me. I suppose we 
shall go on and be married and be miserable 
for the rest of our lives. If I could be 
certain that she loves someone else—that 
my suspicions are true—” 

It was my time to tell him, but I could 
not do it. 

Miss Gladys came in about midnight. She 
was excited. “I want to get married, Rosy, 
right away. Just as soon as mother can 
arrange it. I'll tell Algie the first thing in 
the morning.” 

“Do you love him, Miss Gladys?” 

“No, of course not. I love Gardner, but 
he’s poor. And I've just got to have money, 
Rosy. I’m that kind. I just can’t do with- 
out things. I'll stop seeing Gardner after 
I’m married. Don’t look at me so, Rosy!” 
She turned her face away. “Oh, I’m so 
nervous.” 

She tumbled into bed, not like a lady, but 
like a lost soul plunging into space. And 
she kept saying, “I’m all in—” 

Next day she said: “Lots of girls have 
been as—as wild as I’ve been, Rosy. And 
I’m never, never going to see Gardner 
again.” 

“Mr. Laird’s no fool, Miss Gladys,” I 
said. But she was talking to him on the 
telephone, and telling him that she couldn't 
wait for the day when they'd be married. 
And would he come right over. She had 
her talk with him that noon. I saw him 
aiterwards and the worried look had not 
left his face. And he looked unhappy, 
and wretched. He knew, at last, that 
Gladys was marrying him for what he 
could give her. 

And then the house went wedding crazy. 
Mr. Laird came every day, but they hardly 
saw each other alone a minute. 

And she still went to the lodge to meet 
Mr. Gardner Lee. He seemed always to 
be waiting some place for her. One day 
when I just couldn’t bear it any longer, I 
went down to the lodge to see Mr. Lee. 
He was bending over his drawing board. 
When he saw me, his facé darkened. 

“Mr. Lee,” I said, “I’ve come to talk to 
you about Miss Gladys. I want you to 
let her alone.” 


E SCOWLED at me. “Have you ever 
heard of minding your own business?” 

“T have. Mr. Lee. And it is my business. 
Miss Gladys is just sick with the way you're 
running after her and meeting her and 
giving her a2 bad name. Any one can see 
her come here.” 

He laid down his drawing pencil. “I love 
Gladys, Rosy. And I’m only doing what 
any other man would do in my place. I 
love her.” 

Yes, he really loved her, and he would 
keep on meeting her just as long as she 
would meet him. And I knew it would go 
on forever, even after she married Mr. 
Laird. 

It was two days before the wedding. 
Guests were arriving. I went with Miss 
Gladys to see Mr. Laird’s grand mansion. 
Mr. Laird was silent as we inspected the 
splendid rooms. He had had her bedroom 
done in soft green. Then he took us in.the 
library and showed us pictures of his Irish 
estate, Castle Lough Lein. “I'd love to go 


121 


“Black Bottom’ 


Fox Trot (Vocal Chorus), N. M. L. Dance 
Orchestra, 


“Baby Face” 


Fox Trot (Vocal Chorus), Master Melody 
Makers, 


“Mary Lou” 


Fox Trot (Vocal Chorus), Music Lovers 
Dance Orchestra. 


“Hello Blue Bird’ 


srg (Vocal Chorus), Manhattan Musicians 


Gams For My Sweetheart 
ocal rus), Fox Trot(Vocal Chorus), 
hattan Musicians Manhattan Musicians 
canal Waltz of A Little Squeeze 
e Fox Trot, N. M. L. Dance 
Tenor Solo, David Harris Orchestra 
" Make You Answer Rosita 
Fox Trot( Vocal 
Fox Trot(Vocal Chorus), Music Lovers Dance 
Manhattan Musicians Orehestra 
The White Take it From Me 
moon 
Fox Chorus), 
Manhattan Musicians 


Fox Tro Chorus), Orchestra 
Fred his Rose- 
land 


Fox Trot(Voca!l Chorus), 
Master Melody Makers 


Tenor Solo, David Harris 
Here is the biggest bargain in phono- 
graph records ever offered, The high- 
est quality records made, sold to you 
direct from factory, at HALF the 
usual retail price. Glance at the list 
of sixteen selections abové—all for 
only $2.98. Records are ten-inch size, 
double-face. All the big hits, the most 
popular tunes, are included. New 
electric recording givesdoublevolume, 
sweeter tone, truer reproduction. 


"Over 350,000 people have already bought 
ords from us by mail. 


SEND NO MONEY 


Let us send you this complete set of SIXTEEN 
selections for 10 days’ trial. Just mail the cou- 
pon or a letter. When the package arrives, give 
the postman $2.98 plus the smal! delivery charg- 
es, then TRY THE RECORDS. If you are not 
completely satisfied, SEND THE SET BACK 
and Switz penny you have paid will be returned 
AT NCE. Mail th the e coupon NOW, 
— 

NATIONAL LOVERS, | 
Dept. H-263 327 West 36th St., New York 

Please send me for 10days’ trial, ro collection 
of 16 very latest Fox Trots_and Song lits on eight 
double-face ten-inch reco: I will pay the po 
only $2.98 plus delivery charges on arrival. 
the right to return them at any time. within 20 de 10 da: 


and you my money, ide 


Bird’s Eye View of My . 
Old Home 


and Song Hits for 
Electrically Recorded Mit | 
ks 
| 
d 
I 
| 
: 
° 
| 
| 
ks 
t, 
jal 


over there for a visit, Gladys,” 


Give Me 15 Minutes 
a Day for 30 Days 


and Ill give you 
new hair or no cost 


I don’t care whether your hair has been 
falling out for a year or 10 years—whether 

yu’ve tried one remedy or a hundred remedies. 
Give » 15 minutes a day and I guarantee to 
zive you a new growth of hair in 30 days or I 
won't charge you a penny. 

At the Merke Institute, 5th Avenue, New 
York, which I founded, many people have paid 
is high as $100 for results secured through 
yersonal treatments. Now through my Home 
treat ent I offer these same Tes It at ac st 
of few cents ad 


I st cases of | 
t do t asleep. Ordinary tonics f 

nly the surface skin. My tre 
1¢ surface—brings nourishment direct to 


and stimul new activity. 


Free Book Explains Treatment 


tment goes beneath 
dormant roots 


ates them t 


“The New Way to Make Hair Grow” is the title of a 
32-5 llustrated book which explains the Merke Treat- 
mer what it has done for thousands—contains 
val rma 1 : f hair and scalp. This book 


upon TODAY Allied 


s yours Free—to keep fail co 
Merke Institutes, Inc., Dept. 1153, 512 Fifth Ave., N.Y.C 


ALLIED MERKE INSTITUTES, Inc., 
Dept. 1153, 512 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. C. 

"ease send me, without cost or obligation, in a plain 
wrapper, a copy of your book, “The New Way to Make 
Hair Grow.” 


(State whether Mr., Mrs. or Miss) 
Address 


i MONEY BACK IF NOT SAT 


SELF FILLER 

“The Perfect ‘Writing Instrument 


Writes with ink easy as a lead 9 
pencil Won't skip, blot, 
scratch, leak or soil 
anda Itseready uniform 


193-55 Centre St., New York City 
AGENTS mane tis money. 


*3800 IN 3 MONTHS 
Through Biue Print Training 


These FREE Books and Blue Prints started 
Baker, Ohio, on the way to $1,000 a month in 
Building. They show you how to start your 
own business or take your choice of 9 big-pay 
jobs after a few months practical training. 
No experience or education necessary. Out- 

. door work. Openings everywhere at $4,500 to 
2,000 a vear. Write today to ChicagoT echnical College. 

C 166, 118 E. 26th St., Chieage, th 


| voice. 


he said. 

“And live among a lot of Irish harps?” 
she threw back at him. “Not for me!” 

“I’m an Irish harp, Miss Gladys,” I an- 
swered quickly. I felt a sudden hatred for 
her. 

“Harps have souls, Gladys!” 
sharply. She saw that he was taking 
part and her face reddened. 

The morning before the wedding I woke 
at five. I had a dream that I was suffocat- 
ing. Miss Gladys was standing over me, 
fully dressed. “Wake up, Rosy,” she said. 
“And listen. I’m meeting Gardner for the 
last time. We're going for a long drive. 
There’s something I want you to do.” 


He spoke 
my 


WAS wide awake in a minute standing 

before her in my bathrobe. 

“I promised to meet Algie this noon for 
a final talk down in the lake house. I can’t 
get back in time. I want you to meet him 
for me. Put on this dress.” She went to 
her clothes closet and brought out the blue 
hat and coat she had worn the day before. 
“He'll think it’s me and he'll follow you. 
Keep him there as long as you can—until 
two anyway. I’m going for a last drive 
with Gardner.” 

At noon I put on her blue dress as I had 
promised and the little coat with its high 
collar. I clasped her wrist watch on my 
arm. I knew that I looked like her and 
I hated myself for it. I was glad that my 
hair was Irish hair, darker than hers, and 
my eves a deeper, truer blue, thank God. I 


went down the western staircase and out 
the side door. I walked siowly, knowing 
that he would follow me. 


A messenger boy stopped me with a tele- 
It was from her, of 


gram. I opened it. 
course. She dared not telegraph to her 
mother. I read it, crushed it in my hand 


and went on. 

The lake house was set in magnolia trees 
now all abloom. The door was open. 
went through and to the room _ beyond. 
There was an open window framed in vines 
and shaded by magnolias that hung thick 
and sweet. It was like slipping into twi- 
light after the brilliant day outside. It was 
like the shady work I was doing. Me, Rosy 
O’Casey, come to America on as high a 
mission as ever brought a girl out here, to 
stoop to such a business as this! 

I had hardly reached the window when 
I heard a step behind me. I knew it was 
Mr. Laird and I drew my collar higher. He 
stood fer a minute uncertain in the dusk 
and the heavy scent of the magnolias. Then 
he came slowly up behind me. “Gladys,” 
he said very quietly. “You asked me to 
meet you here.” 

He was right behind me. In a minute he 
must know that she had lied to him again 
as she had lied to him so often. “Gladys,” 
he said, and there was a note in his voice 
that broke my heart. He was so close 
alongside me that his face was next to 
mine. I turned my head and put my lips 
to his and all the love that was in my heart 
went out to him. 

He stood like a man spellbound. I could 
see the color drain from his face. “It— isn’t 
Gladys,” he said. , 

I laughed but there was a sob in my 
“No. It’s Rosy O’Casey of Castle 
Kenmare, County Kerry, the same as would 
wear a Queen’s crown today if it hadn’t 
been for love.” 

He didn’t put his arm around me even 


then. “I never had a woman kiss me like 
that before, Rosy. I'm afraid I never will 
again. That kiss will lie forever like a 


dream in my heart, like the melody one 
brings from a harp—like all those other 
dreams I’ve had—those dear, dead dreams 
now lost to me forever.” » 

I kissed him again. 
dreams, what are they?” 

He did not move from me; but he lifted 
his ey. to the western sky that lay so near 
that the green of the hills came up to meet 
it. “A dream of Ireland for one thing,” he 
said. “That castle of mine, Lough Lein. 
Once upon a time, Rosy, 1 hoped to go there 
and build, build and excavate. There are 
ruins there in Lough Lein that tell the 
history of the world.” His eyes were fixed 
as a man who sees a vision. “I hoped to 
go there some day, Rosy, an@ build a 
museum of antiquities and found a college 
for research. I came back to this country 
full of it. Listen to me, Rosy. It does 
me good to tell someone. I asked the 
trustees of my estate to give me the money 
for it.” His lips curved in that sensitive 
line. “They called me a nut! And then I 
built this big estate, this monstrosity with 
nothing real in it all.” 

I had to kiss him again. Sure what else 
can a girl do when a man is pouring out his 
heart to her! “You'll do it yet. Don’t 
worry. Rosy’ll help you.” I just had to 
put my arms around his neck. “I had a 
dream myself—once.” 

“And what was your dream, Rosy. Tell 
me,” he only had to whisper it. 

And [I told him. “I dreamed only just 
now that I had a man like you. And that 
he loved me—so he'd want to kiss me—the 
way I'm kissing you. And I dreamed that 
he took me back to Ireland, and built a 


“Those other dear 


Castle ...and as the great stones piled 
higher—he stood on the topmost wall—like 
a man! And I dreamed that I was always 


there to help him.” 

“Rosy !” 

I looked at the little wrist watch, ticking 
off the minutes. It was two o'clock. The 
hour she said that I could tell him. 

“Rosy,” he said. “That dream is over 
forever. I have killed it with my mistakes. 
I ought to go and look for Gladys, now.” 

“Don’t hurry,” I said. I handed him 
the telegram that had lain crumpled in my 
hand. Held it up so that he could read. 

“Gardner and I were married this morn- 
ing. We take the train at two.” 


E STARED at the paper, comprehen- 

sion sweeping over him like a wave. 
Then he drew a long breath and his face 
was as I had never seen it before. “Oh what 
a relief, Rosy! I didn’t realize until this 
second of actual release what a relief it 
would be. I knew she was going down 
there at night meeting him. And I’ve been 
so worried, sa disgusted, so—so—” 

“I'd have told you sooner, but she said 
I must hold you and wait until two o’clock.” 

“She told you to hold me here?” That 
old look of proud, sensitive suffering came 
into his eyes. “And you didn’t mean any 
of the things you said, Rosy? You were 
just killing time?” 

And the spirit in me leaped to my 
mouth, for I had no heart left in me at 
all, he having it already. And I smiled at 
him and stretched out my arms to him. 
“Oh, Acushla! Heart of me! Would I be 
kissing you like that if I didn’t love you?” 


S MOTHER love always the most unselfish thing in the world or can you 

conceive of a mother putting her own happiness before that of her child? 

{ tried to do just that and almost lost my son's love as well as my own peace of 

mind, but Life turned the tables in a most unexpected fashion. My story, “It Was 

All So Long Ago,” as I have written it for you in April SMart Ser will tell you 
how my fate was decided wisely in spite of my blundering efforts. 
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Kissed Me 
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instruction in secretarial work just for 
the sake of appearances, and learn to ride. 
And there’s your kit to get, and your com- 
panion—dear old lady! Dine here tomor- 
row and I'll tell you details. It’s your bed- 
time now.” 

He lifted me to my feet, kissed me, 
folded the cloak about me, and took me 
back to Netta’s flat. At four A. M. Netta 
returned to find me in bed wide-eyed. 


“Got my contract out of Roddy,” yawned 


Netta, sinking rather wearily on the bed. 
“IT had to promise goodness knows what, 
but it'll come right in the end, darling. 


Where the blue blazes did you go to with | 


Henry ?” 
“Nothing like so far as I shall go!” 


I told my fairy tale with bright, excited 


eyes. Netta listened, all amazement, scepti- 
cism, finally pure envy. 

“My God!” she exclaimed, “vou don’t half 
have luck, do you? 
week-ends at Brighton for a measly ten a 


week and you get yachts and Cook’s Tours | 


for nothing, and a companion thrown in. I 
can guess what you'll say to him at the 
end of the trip.” 


“Can you?” I murmured. “I wonder?” 


HE steam yacht, Fragoletta, crept past 

the white lighthouse against the green 
| dete, into Free Town Harbor. The fairy 
tale had begun. 

I stood beside Sir Henry, a slender figure 
in a white frock and pith hat. It was six- 
thirty a. m. in the tropics, with the sun 
gilding an unflecked sea and sky. Past the 
eternal bush-fringed shore of Africa w® 
crawled to our anchorage off a scattered 
town such as I had never seen. 

“The G. O. C’s quite an old pal of mine 
and so’s the Governor. I asked them to 
dine’ by wireless,” said Sir Henry lazily. 
“They'll come fast enough because a real 
dinner on a ship’s something to pray for in 
these parts. There’s the Port Medical Of- 
ficer in his launch; somebody from the Staff 
won't be far behind. We'll give him break- 
fast, April. He'll amuse you.” 

A launch manned by gentlemen of color 
in haphazard costumes churned alongside, 
followed closely by a motor boat. I ran 
eagerly to the head of the accommodation 
ladder. Sir Henry, who had been in the 
tropics before, walked slowly after me. 

Up the ladder toiled a stout man in a 
khaki flannel shirt and drill shorts with a 
Sam Brown belt over the shirt and a regu- 
lation helmet on his head. Sir Henry held 
out a welcoming hand. 

“We've a clean sheet. Come and have 
breakfast,” he said cheerfully. “Miss Rogers, 
this is Major—” 

“Baines,” supplemented the stout person. 
“And here we have my young friend Lieu- 
tenant Crowther, the Military Landing Of- 
ficer, coming over the side.” He indicated 
a ginger-haired lieutenant who advanced to- 
wards us, staring fixedly at me, the first 
pretty girl he had seen for a year. “He 
might have breakfast, too, I think, speaking 
professionally. Not a bad lad on the whole.” 

“Yes, do let’s ask him,” I said. “There 
are eggs and bacon and fish and omelette 
and iced fruit and porridge.” 

“Good God!” exclaimed Mr. Crowther 
aloud in simple awe. “Served on real plates 
and table cloths just like home, I s’pose. 
Thanks, most awfully!” 


Sir Henry, who knew his Africa, led the 
strangers away and made them free of | 


123 


Here I am gambling 


JEROME LAMA read myad . 
only a year ago. Today heis a 

Star of NINE big radio 
tions. Photo taken in W RN ; 
Radio News Studio, N. 


Oncea 
Now a Stage Star?! 


Az ago Jerome Lama was a machin- 
ist in New York. Tonight in full dress 
suit, he will entertain thousands, to thunder- 
ous applause. Labor has changed to pleasure. 
Pleasure brings fame and fortune. Over Ra- 
dio Stations WJZ, WOR, WNYC, WHN, 
WRNY, WOKO, WMCA, WEAM and 
WEB], millions have heard Mr. Lama. 
Mysterious music is his secret. You could believe it 
is a violin, but it isa MUSICAL SAW. Anyone can 
do it. In 24 hours, you can play with unbelievable 
sweetness. Thien quickly learn the latest jazz and son 
hits, operatic and classical music. Folks crowd aroun 
curious and wondering, for it is a musical miracle, 


5 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL 


To prove how quickly you can learn, I will send you 
for 5 days’ trial, an exact duplicate of my Musical 
Saw, special tempered, that I made for Mr. Lama, 
No notes to read, no dreary practice, no musical 
knowledge needed. Just three short simple lessons 
reveal every secret of success. 


Popularity — Big Money 
Thousands have already learned — mystifying and 
fascinating their friends, invited everywhere, achiev- 
ing startling popularity, opening the way to profes- 
sional success. Let me tell you about these delighted, 
money-making Saw Musicians whose music rivals the 
violin, Let me prove that you, too, can quickly play like 
a professional. Writeme today. Play at the next party! 
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5S Big Auto Books 
Can I Make 
MORE MONEY? 


Let us tell you how to put more dollars in your 
ay envelope in an easy, pleasant way 
Money comes through knowing how to do things, 
or from getting others to do them for you No 
matter what your job or occupation, if you know 
more about It than your fellow workers, you pass 
them in the race for advancement 
If you like automobiles; if you like to work with 
them, you can become an expert—an authority 
on repairs through reading. Not by reading any 
books, but by having at hand the five big vol- 
umes which we have published on Auto Engi- 


heering. 
Jiffy Index 


You don’t have to do a lot of reading; you don't 
have to do a lot of studying. Just have the books 
where you need them when you want them. One 
fact alone may mean a better job or a big raise in 
Day 


Shipped Free 
We don't want you to pay anything. We just 


want your name and address, 30 that we can ship 
these five immensely valuable books for free ex- 


amination Yes, that's true—you don't send 
us & penny We ship the books and ask you to 
examine them carefully Note the new Jiffy 


Index, the great variety of subjects covered, and 
the tremendously interesting articles on auto- 
mobile engineering If you're satisied—if you 
gee the truth of our promise of more money for 
you, send only $2.00 after ten davs, and pay the 
alance of only $24.80 at the rate of $3.00 a 
month. You cannot help but be be ae ~ dd. Re- 
sults are certain. SPECIAL OFFE Anyone 
sending NOW will receive a member Ship in the 
American Technical Society, with full nsulta- 
tion privileges and of greater value still, you will 
be entitled to our employment service FREE. 
Send the coupon today 
American Technical Society 


American Technical Society, 

Automobile Division A-3193, Chicaco, Hl. 

You may send me your complete Automobile En- 
5 big volumes bound tn flexo covers, 

tanding that I am to have ten days 

it to keep them. I will either return 

or send you $2.00 then and $3.00 per 
month until.the special low price of only $24.80 is 
paid. Send 1926 Edition 


Tires hammered full of nails,leak no air. 
Amaz =? new invention banishes puncture 
trouble forever.Punctures healinstantly while 
driving. Stops slow leaks.Preservesrubber. In- 
creases tire life. Clean—scientifically correct. 


Agents $50—$85 a week 
rotits. No talk- 2 
ing —just drive nails in an old tire. Schulte, 
cleared $19.00in an hour— Willcox $60.00 first 
day. Get the facts. Territory going fast. Full 
particulars and FREE comale offer by re- 
turn mail. ACT NOW. 

LC.F.JOHNSON CO., 19 WJeckson 


A Shapely Foot is a joy Forever 


BEAUTIFY YOUR FEET 


*The “Perfection” Toe Sprin 
REMOVES THE ACTUAL ¢ RUSE 
ot the BUNION or enlarged joint 
Worn at night, with auxiliary 

appliance for day use 


Send outline of foot 
Straighten Your Toes 
Banish That 


Bunion 


Cc. R. ACFIELD 
Foot Specialties 


the Roman baths in white-tiled bathrooms. 
They issued forth joyfully to breakfast, and 


| 1, almost maternal in my sympathy for these 


poor exiles, flirted delicately with both. Be- 
fore I quite realized it I had accepted an in- 
vitation to tea at the barracks, the use of a 
hammock and porters for my visits ashore, 
and the services of a guide in the person of 
Mr. Crowther. 

Sir Henry, quiet, unobtrusive, watched 
from the background between snatches oi 
talk with the Major. He saw the magic oi 
his world working on me, while I enter- 
tained, with marvellous adaptability, these 
men not of my own level in life. He saw 
my delight in the worship of men cut off 


|from their own womankind. 


Mrs. Strangeways, my companion, slept 
on 

“We'll chuck the book to-day and go ex- 
ploring,” he put in casually. It was a 
pleasant fiction that I assisted him with the 
writing of a book of travel. “Send down 
those hammocks about half past eight, will 
you, Crowther? It'll be so fiendishly hot 
later. And you'll both dine on board to- 
night, of course? The Governor's coming. 
The G. O. C. seems to be up-country.” 

“Well, April?” he queried in the smoking- 
room after the guests had gone. “Happy? 
Is it all very exciting?” 

I moved across and sat on the arm of his 
chair. 

“*Course! You are a dear to me, Henry. 
And how those poor men gape at a girl, 
don’t they?” 

“So would you if you were a man and 
hadn’t seen one for ages.” 

I ran my fingers lightly through his hair 
and drew up a chair for myself. 

“And to-night there'll be the Governor, 
and I shall wear a Doucet dinner gown.” 

“And a colonel and the Senior Naval Of- 
ficer of the station and a selection of junior 
officers and only Mrs. Strangeways to share 
them with. She’s hardly a rival. Frankly, 
April, I envy you!” 

A day later the Fragoletta steamed out of 
harbor headed for the Cape. 


IR HENRY continued to behave per- 
fectly. Except that he kissed me good 
night a shade more affectionately, he might 


| have been my brother. 


Two days out from Free Town we sat 
side by side on deck after dinner in the cane 
lounges of the East. Not a sound broke 
the stillness except the rush of water past 
the ship. Suddenly I sat up, the light wrap 
falling from my bare shoulders and I leaned 
towards him. 

“Henry, are you sorry I came?” 

He took the cigar out of his mouth and 
smiled at me in the moonlight. 

“You wouldn't be here if 1 were, April. 
Why ?” 

“Do you remember the dance when we 
met? Do you remember kissing me? Well, 
you never kiss me now, like -that, and I’m 
not greedy. I don’t want to take everything 
and give nothing. I think I want to be 
kissed. It’s lonely, and there’s the moon.” 

Sir Henry moved restlessly in his chair. 

“I want everything or nothing. As you 
say, there’s a moon, very different from the 
moon at home. You daren’t begin in this 
moonlight, April, dear. A man’s only flesh 
and blood, and I never break my word.” 

I turned my face away. 

“If you were I, quite alone in the world, 
in a ship with a man who gave you every- 
thing and didn’t want you, and would rather 
break your heart than risk breaking his 
word—” I said very sadly. “Besides, if I 
can trust you, and myself, why should 
you hesitate? I’ve everything to lose and 
at the worst you've everything to gain. You 
don't need to be so very brave, do you, 
Henry ?” 

I saw the jaw-muscle in his thin, tanned 
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moment. The next I was in his arms, 
gathered up, crushed against his heart. 

Suddenly two arms of steel lifted me clear 
and set me on my feet upon the deck. 

“So now you can realize,” came in his 
clear, slow tones, “I know the climate, the 
circumstances and our limitations better than 
you. For God's sake, don’t tempt me again.” 

He lit another cigar a little unsteadily. I 
stood trembling and tears gathered in my 
eyes. 

“You needn’t despise me quite so openly,” 
said my choked voice. In an instant he had 
drawn me against his heart, caressing my 
hair, infinitely protecting. 

“April, April, darling, don’t. You know 
I love you. Kiss me good night and forgive 
me. Please, April. Don’t be so unhappy. 
If I hadn’t loved you so it wouldn't have 
happened. Look at me!” 


E lifted my face and kissed my tear-wet 
eyes. A shaky smile played round the 
corners of my mouth. 

“You were so cold and polite and re- 
spectable,” I murmured, kissed him once, 
and fled away to my cabin. 

At Cape Town I learnt many things con- 
cerning a world not mine. I lived through 
days of hard, bright sunlight, in Adderly 
Street buying the most perfect flowers in 
the world from chattering Cape gins, at 
idle tea-drinkings on Cartwright’s balcony, 
in wonderful motor runs round the great 
grim mountain. 

“God’s own country, April,’ said Sir 
Henry. God's own country, wicked, cruel, 
heartless, but what a playground for love! 

“Aren’t you happy? Aren’t you just mad 
happy? Look at that mountain; you might 
think it was covered with grass, but that 
grass happens to be trees. Things are 
smaller at home. Are you happy?” 

“*Course I'm happy.” 

We were picnicking somewhere on the 
mountain. The discreet chauffeur had faded 
round a providential corner; the remains of 
luncheon lay on the ground; conscious of a 
sun-kissed face under a shady hat, I ate the 
fattest, most luscious grapes I had ever seen. 

“IT want to kiss you,” Sir Henry pleaded, 
stroking my cheek with slow, caressing fin- 
gers. “Your hair’s like the honey of Paradise 
and the scent of your skin's like the earth at 
the break of dawn. Do you like our life, 
dear? Are you going to keep me for—oh, 
years and years, or will you go back to your 
horrible English virtue and turn me down?” 

I leaned against his shoulder and let my- 
self be kissed, quietly drinking in the most 
adorable love-making I had ever known. 

“You're so good to me. I should love to 
be married to you. Why can’t 1? Why 
can we never marry men like you?” 

“'Cos of a lot of damn’ silly prejudice, I 
s’pose. Anyway, I shall never marry any- 
one. I’ve wandered too much, and wherever 
I took a wife there’d always be someone else 
calling me. Don’t worry, little April; just 
be kissed and forget.” 

So I was kissed and didn’t forget. 


HE next day we took a train. I filled 

my eyes and my soul with the great dis- 
tances, and in due season we came to Johan- 
nesburg, the new Jerusalem, and took pos- 
session of a suite at the Carlton. 

I went down to dinner in a gown of cream 
and gold that moulded me into a sheer de- 
light of slender fairness. 

“Hullo, Aubrey!” exclaimed Sir Henry 
joyfully to a tall calm man who approached. 
“Jolly good of you to run over from Pre- 
toria so soon. April, this is Captain Purvis, 
A. D. C. to the Governor-General, a law- 
giver even as Moses was. Shall we dine? 
I’m starving.” 

At Harrow they called Aubrey Purvis the 
Fair God, because of his coloring and looks. 
He was extremely handsome and exactly 
thirty. His past was not innocent of women, 
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Sell Spare Time 
for Cash! 


Right now you can think of a score of things 
for which you would like to have extra 
money—a home of your own, a car, a Euro 
pean trip, a college education. Any of these 
is within your grasp if you simply follow 
the successful course of thousands of men and 
women, boys and girls, who are turning their 
spare time into cash through the easy IMC 
plan—without experience, without capital, 
without interfering with their regular duties. 
Try it out! No cost to get details, and no 
obligation. Profits from the beginning in 
proportion to the time you spend. 
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119 West 40th Street, New York, N.Y. 
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reigned had ever achieved the inner shrine 
of his heart, which was rigidly set apart for 
the occupancy of his wife, 
should meet her. 
observed me with a startled attentiveness, 
as if the me had leaped in his mind, “Is 
this she? 

By this time I had all the poise of a 
duchess. 
training, could find no flaw. Sir Henry 
chatted indulgently while Purvis divided at- 


tention between us and glanced at me with 
growing appreciation. 

“Are you here for long, Captain Purvis?” 
I inquired. “Shall we see anything more of 
you or do you go back to Pretoria forever?” 

“I’m not sure. I don’t know till the 
morning. I hope to stop a few days,” he 
replied. “Things are pretty dull in Pretoria 
just now.” 

“You'd better stay and look after April 
while I go and buy a farm,” suggested Sir 
Henry. “The farm wouldn’t interest her, 
but Jo’burg will.” 

When we had left the table Purvis, alone 
with me, came straight to the point. 

“May I see you again? I want to most 
particularly. I've wired for leave“and I 
shall hear in the morning. Sir Henry and I 
are old friends. Can you spare me a few 
minutes to-morrow, do you think?” 

I considered him thoughtfully. 

“T don’t quite know what we're doing 
to-morrow. You see, I’m Sir Henry’s sec- 
retary and it depends a good deal on his 
movements. But if you’d care to come to 
tea on the off-chance——?” 


ANK you most awfully. Of course I 
will.” 

I gave him my hand when he left. 

“Good night,” he murmured very low, 
but the two words bore to me through the 
starlit dark the fragrance of all the love 
songs and poetry in the world. 

I met him next day in Eloff Street on my 
way back to the hotel for tea. I saw the 
light in his eyes as they dwelt tenderly on 
my cool white figure. He laughed boyishly. 

“I’ve got my week's leave. I shall put up 
at the Club. What about Creagh; is he 
staying, too, or trekking after his farm? I 
want to know if I’m to start looking after 
you at once, you see.” 

“Yes,” I replied. “He goes tomorrow and 
we've a box at the theater as a sort of 
farewell celebration, but I shall have heaps 
of work to do and you aren’t to be a dis- 
traction. I take my job quite seriously.” 

“T’ll be very good,” he promised with a 
note of yearning. I gave him tea prettily, 
and I knew I was the prettiest girl in the 
place. I had an English complexion and a 
Hanover Square outfit and I behaved as the 
girls of Sir Henry’s world behave. Every 
man in the hotel wanted me, every woman 
secretly hated me, and Purvis was grateful. 
He did not say so, but I saw it. 

Late that night, after the theater and 
supper, I stood in our sitting room saying 
good night to Sir Henry. I put my hands 
on his shoulders and looked up into his 
face. 

“You do like me a tiny bit, Henry?” 
“You know I love you, you dear thing.” 
I shook my head a little sadly. 

“You don’t love me, but you're all I have 
in this big country. I shall miss you. Don’t 
be away too long, dear.” 

He kissed me and stroked my fair head. 
He wished, as much as a wanderer can, that 
he might settle down at last. But he knew 
too well that spring would come again and 
the wanderlust call. In the morning he left 
me, and Purvis gave me lunch. 

The day after we motored and laughed 
and picnicked like children. Driving home 
in the evening his arm stole round me; then 
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in Cartooning: 
$50 to $250 a Week Paid to Good 
Cartoonists! You Can Easily Learn 
This Fascinating Profession Right 


at Home in Spare Time. Send for 
Free Booklet Explaining Method. 


HERE isn’t a more attractive 
or highly paid profession today 
than cartooning. Millions of dollars 
are spent every year for good car- 
toons by the 20,000 or more news- 
papers and magazines in the United 
States alone. Capable Cartoonists 
earn $50 to $250 a week. Fontaine 
Fox, Briggs, Bud Fisher, Sid Smith 
and others Make More Money than 
presidents of many corporations. 
Think of it! 
Quick Easy Way to Learn 
Cartooning 


Yet of all the professions cartoon- 
ing is now positively one of the 
easiest to learn. You don’t need 
to know a thing about drawing. 
Through our amazingly simple method 
many who never dreamed they could draw 
have easily learned cartooning. You too— 
without any apparent talent at all—can 
easily learn to dash off side-splitting car- 
toons that may mean ease and independence 
for you within a surprisingly short time. 
You learn right at home, yet your work 
receives the personal correction of our suc- 
cessful cartooning instructors. Many stu- 
dents actually sell enough work during 
their training to pay for it. 

Mail Coupon for Free Book 


Learn more about the wonderful money- 
making opportunities in cartooning, and 
how this method makes it easy for you to 
learn. Read about our students—their suc- 
cess—what they say—how easy it was— 
actual reproductions of their work—how 
they made big money while studying. 
Booklet entirely free. Send for it NOW. 


Washington School of Cartooning, Room 963-E 
1113-15th St., N. W., Washington, D. C. 


Washington School of Cartooning, 
Room 963-E, 1113-15th St., N. W., 
Washington, D. C. 


Please send me without obligation your 
illustrated FREE BOOKLET on .Car- 


tooning. 


he stopped the car and took my hands. 
“April,” he choked, and then the flood of 
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is massage This method sets 
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fat The Weil Reducing Belt, 
made of special reducing rub- 
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Normal Tissue 
From 4 to 6 inches 
of flabby fat usually 
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Weil Reducing Belt is en- 
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sagging internal organs back into place 

Special 10-Day Trial Offer 

Send no money. Write for detailed description and 
testimonials from delighted users. Write at once. Spe- 
cial 10-day trial offer. The Weil Co., 873 Hill Street, 
New Haven, Connecticut 


The Weil Company, 
873 Hill Street, New Haven, Conn. 
Gentlemen: Please send me complete descrip- 


1 tion of the Weil Scientific Reducing Belt, and also 
! your Special 10-day Trial Offer 
Name 

Address 

City State 


HOW TO OBTAIN 


BEAUTIFULLY SHAPED LIPS! 


M Trilety’s new lipshaper, 
togett 


«(its thick lip as 


will now reduce 


promi thick, un- 


breathing 
and annoy- 

full intormation, testi- 
moniala, et without any obliga- 
tion on your part 


M. Trilety, Dept. 164 S P, Binghamton, N.Y. 


SAVE YOUR BODY a 


Conserve Your Health 
and Efficiency First 


*] would not part with it for $10,000” 


Sowritesan enthusiastic,grate- 
ful customer. “Worth more 
than a farm,” says another. In 
like manner testify over 100,000 
people who have worn it. 


Body Brace 


Overcomes WEAKNESS 
and ORGANIC AILMENTS 
of WOMEN and MEN, Devel- 
ops erect, graceful figure. 
Brings restful relief comfort, abil- 
ity to do things, health, strength, 


Write today for illustrat- 
Keep Yourself Fi ed booklet, measurement 
blank, etc., and read our very liberal proposition. 
HOWARD C. RASH, Pres., Natural Brace | 
166 Rash Building + + SALINA, ' 


emotion burst through all restraint. “I love 
you—I love you,” he repeated over and 
over again. “There’s nothing between vou 
and Creagh? There can't be, or you 
wouldn't be here together.” 

“No,” I said slowly and rather bitterly. 
“There's nothing between Sir Henry and 
me, but you mustn't kiss me. I don’t want 
you to. Please take me home. I’m so 
tired.” 

He gazed at me pleadingly. 

“Very well, dear. But I'll not give you 
up, April! You're mine! Later, you will 
let me tell you, won’t you, darling?” 


HEN he drove me back to the Carlton. 
I went up to my bedroom, and sat by 
the window, drinking in the white light of the 
moon and stars, thinking, thinking, thinking. 

“He loves me. He doesn’t know. When 
he does he'll shut up his heart tighter than 
ever. He'll think of me as a street girl. I 
know those ‘good’ men; they're harder than 
diamonds and about as scarce, thank God. 
But if I promised to marry him before he 
knows he’d stick to the bargain, because he’s 
that kind. Shall I tell him, or shall I go 
back to work after this?” 

I looked round desperately at the luxu- 
rious room. A tall mirror reflected a girl 
whose beauty any king might desire. 

“Why be good?” I murmured savagely. 
“What is being ‘good’? Is anything ‘good’ 
when it means losing all the beauty of life, 
and is anything ‘bad’ that gives it to you? 
Any fool of a girl who's rich can be. good, 
but to be good and poor when you might 
be bad and rich, where’s the sense?” 

Throughout the moonlit night I lay wide- 
eyed, wrangling with fate. In the morning 
came flowers trom Purvis and an invitation 
to ride. As we cantered out into the veldt 
together I flung at him a phrase that dinned 
itself into my brain with every thud of my 
horse’s hoofs. 

“Sir Henry comes back to-morrow.” 

“Ah!” said Purvis. A strange note of sat- 
isfaction pervaded the word. The news of 
Sir Henry’s return seemed to solve some 
problem. 

“Then will you dine with me _ tonight 
and come for a motor run afterwards? I 
want particularly to talk to you before 
Creagh returns and it'll be my last chance. 
Will you?” 


= HANKS. Id love to,” I replied briefly 

and hit my horse, so that he sprang into 
a gallop. Captain Purvis’s suave rectitude 
drove me to the edge of exasperation. 

As I dressed that evening a wire came 
from Sir Henry: 

“Back at eight tonight. Please choose 
celebration dinner.” 

I twisted the thin sheet between my fin- 
gers; a cynical smile played round my lips. 

“And I’ve promised Aubrey. And if I 
have a love affair with anyone, Henry’s and 
my arrangements cease from that moment.” 
I glanced coolly, rather bitterly at my re- 
flection. “Even in Johannesburg, p’r’haps 
I shouldn’t starve. Anyway, I'll risk it.” 

Purvis came for me in the car and we 
motored out to dine. I set myself to mad- 
den him for the first and last time; I played 
with his immortal soul as a cat plays with a 
mouse. He could do nothing but what I 
willed. And when I willed him to ask me 
to marry him, he did ask. 

Across our table in a secluded corner of 
that out-of-town inn I looked at him with 
hard eyes and a mocking mouth. 

“Always remember, Aubrey,” I began, 
“that I could say ‘yes’ now, at this moment, 
and if I were to say ‘yes’, vou would stick 
to your bargain whatever happened, because 
you’re Aubrey Julian Secundus Purvis, the 
son of Sir Denzil Purvis, baronet of Beau- 
manoir in Sussex. Isn’t that so?” 

He inclined his head. 

“Well, Aubrey, I won’t marry you. For 
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one thing I believe you love me; for 
another I’m not exactly the girl you imagine. 
I've been on the stage in London. Sir Henry 
saw me at a dance and wanted me. People 
like you and Sir Henry don’t marry people 
like me, do they? He's showing me all the 
treasures of the earth now, and if I like 
the life sufficiently I'll just say right ho! 
and if not we'll part friends. Privately, I 
think we'll part, but I shall need a very 
strong will. At the moment I’m what you 
call a good girl and I have a perfectly good 
‘companion’ in Mrs. Strangeways. But 
you've had a narrow escape, haven’t you?” 

I laughed into his eyes. 

“Again I ask you to do me the honor of 
marrying me,” was all he said. 

I sighed and rose to my feet. 

“Aubrey, you’re a good sort, but a little 
mad and melodramatic. You've never 
found your balance where girls are con- 
cerned. I should ruin your career and we'd 
both be miserable. You can’t conceal people 
like me. Please take me home. Sir Henry 
came back at eight, and he'll want me.” 


ITH perfectly precise good manners he 

shepherded me into the car, saw to 
every detail of my comfort, and drove me 
back. It was some solace for his wounded 
pride to do this. At the hotel entrance I 
laid a hand on his arm. 

“Don’t come in,” I murmured. And then: 

“Oh, Aubrey, you lucky, inhuman, lovable, 
absurd ass! Don’t you realize I’ve refused 
heaven and chosen hell to-night? Don’t you 
know if you’d taken me in your arms and 
kissed me you’d have won? And at the be- 
ginning at any rate you wanted to win. 
Good night!” 

I passed into the hotel and up to Sir 
Henry’s sitting room. 

He was waiting for me, perfectly un- 
moved, tall,-lean, and brown as ever, the 
dinner dress accentuating his broad shoulders. 

“Well, dear?” he asked simply, but there 
lurked a dangerous glint in his hazel eyes. 
I sensed the possessive male instinct, the 
immemorial jealousy. 

“Hullo!” I began cheerfully. “I've been 
out with Aubrey. I'd promised before your 
wire came, and his leave’s up tomorrow. 
You don’t mind, do you? After all, it’s 
only one of your and my many evenings.” 

I put my hands on his shoulders with the 
old gesture. He took them and looked 
straight into my eyes. 

“Has he kissed you?” 

“No.” 

“What has he done?” 

“He asked me to marry him this evening. 
I refused. I explained the reason why I’m 
here. Probably he doesn’t wan to marry 
me now.” 

“Does he love you?” 

“Ves.” 

“Do you love him?” 

I hesitated. 

“A girl in my position always has a 
certain respect for a man who asks her to 
marry him,” I said, with the faintest touch 
of sarcasm. 


“VT HARDLY think you were justified in re- 
vealing our compact,” he said thought- 
fully. “I think also this business with Purvis 
ends it. You will remember you were not to 
have a love affair with any other man.” 

I stood back a little and considered him 
gravely, as people view a pleasant prospect 
for the last time. 

“You've been very good to me, Henry. 
I shall always have the most delightful 
memories of you. It’s unfortunate that 
Aubrey fell in love with me, but in any 
case I don’t think you could ever have had 
—what you want. We should have parted, 
anyhow. it’s rather late; may I stay just 
this nicht, and leave in the morning?” 

“What will you do? You haven't a 
penny. Johannesburg’s an expensive place.” 
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I smiled. “I've a few pounds of my 
own. And, really, I'm quite used te,taking 
care of myself. Johannesburg, London, 
what’s the difference? There are plenty of 
opportunities here. I can get a job.” 

He laughed, but I knew he admired me. 
There was respect in the laugh. 

“April, dear, you've got the pluck of the 
devil. You don’t suppose I’d leave you 
alone on the wrong side of the world? I’m 
going home, and if you will I should like 
you to go with me. I've bought the farm 
and we may as well start at once. Can I 
still kiss you good night, please?” 


“TS rather friendly,” I murmured, and 
held up my mouth like a tired child. 

We went home by Madeira and the short 
route, for love always chooses the longest 
way out and the quickest way back. 

Two nights out from Southampton we 
sat after dinner in the music room, glad 
of artificial heat, smoking reflective cigar- 
ettes. Two days would see us parted for- 
ever, the tics of daily companionship snap- 
ped, strangers in a strange world. 

At last I stretched out a hand from my 
end of the chesterfield and laid it on his. 

“Henry,” I began slowly, “do you re- 
member how much you wanted me the 
first evening we met?” 

He nodded, and took my hand in his. 

“I don’t suppose I shall ever like any 
man better than you. It’s been very sweet 
while it lasted; no one ever took care of 
me as you’ve done. You've given me the 
most heavenly time. I dare say I’m very 
selfish and make a great fuss over things 
and so if—if——” 

Slowly the blood stained my face and 
throat. I hid from his eyes against his 
shoulder and waited. He seemed to be a 
very long time. 

“April,” he said at last, “do you remem- 
ber in Johannesburg offering to walk 
straight out of the Carlton and look after 
yourself, because I said you’d broken our 
contract? That was pretty sporting. And 
as you were prepared to stick to the letter 
of the contract then, so am I now.” 

We said good-by at Waterloo Station. 

The flat in which Netta and I lived 
seemed very small after so many spacious 
days. Netta, wise with wisdom beyond her 
years, asked no questions. One night as we 
brushed our hair together, suddenly I put 
my head on Netta’s knee and sobbed. 

That was all for a dull, blank month. 

The pendulum of my life swung from all 
that money can buy to just as little as a 
chorus girl can earn. Hilary Clegg, true to 
his principles, gave me back my job in the 
chorus at the Summerhouse Theater. He 
said I had an atmosphere of innocence that 
appealed to the type of men he catered for. 
He said also that in the case of chorus girls 
the evil he knew was better than the evil 
he didn’t know; that I never cut perform- 
ances or sulked during rehearsals. I count 
that as one of the few worth-while tributes 
I ever received. 

The dull, blank month went by, and then 
I received a letter from Sir Henry. I shall 
always treasure it, because he played fair. 
He said: 


“My dear April: 

If you can spare the time, and if 
you don’t mind, I’d like you to come 
and have tea with me here. The fact 
is I rather think my number’s up. I 
was wounded rather badly in the war, 
and although they patched me up at 
the time it’s started internal trouble. 
Sir Reville Blake is going to operate, 
but although he’s a surgical wizard, 
the odds are very long against the 
job’s being a success. As we parted 
friends, with no regrets, it would be 
rather nice to see you again in case 
I’m unlucky. I’m in bed, but I have 
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a very pretty nurse who would chap- 
eron you. Can you come along to- 
morrow at four-thirty? The opera- 
tion’s the day after. 
Yours, 
Henry Creagh 


I went, in my prettiest frock. He was 
just the same Henry, perfectly cool and un- 
ruffled, with the smile that creased the 
corners of his eyes. He remembered I liked 
China tea and he had my favorite kind of 
cigarettes, and he made laugh over and 
over again. No man has ever been such 
a delightful host to me, and not a word of 
complaint, or even regret, came from him. 

When it was time to say good-by he 
looked at me very steadily for a moment; 
then he said: 
| “I’m not allowed to sit up just now. 
Will vou kiss me just once, for luck, if 
you don’t mind, April?” 

So, very gently, with unshed tears sting- 
| ing my eyes, I kissed him for luck. 

They operated next day, and the day after 
that he died, very peacefully according to 
|Sir Reville Blake. 
| Later his lawyers told me ke had left me 


fifty thousand pounds. For a whole day I 
sat and wept because now I could never 
tell him I was sorry I had been so selfish 
with him, or make any return. 

Afterwards I took Netta traveling for a 
whole year, and she met a charming, middle- 
aged man who married her. They have a 
baby boy now, and are very happy. 

As for me, I haven't found happiness, 
and my heart feels dead. I didn’t really 
love Henry, not as I loved Basil, nor as I 
loved Lord Chalfont, but there was a kind 
of joyous courage about him that would 
hold any woman, and he wasn’t afraid to 
die: In some curious way, even from the 
other world, he supplants any man I've 
met since he died, or am likely to meet. 

So that is why you may see me, beauti- 
fully gowned, at Deauville, or Ascot, or in 
London during the Season, or at Paris, or 
Palm Beach, always with men around me, 
and none of them permanent. 

But no heart breaks for ever, and some 
day I know the curtain will lift. First a 
tiny corner will turn back with a hint of 
sunshine; presently the whole will lift and 
I shall see the risen sun streaming “down on 
me. I shall be happy, and learn to laugh. 


HAT is sin? Is it the appearance of evil, the breaking of a man-made law 

or is it the failure of a human soul to keep faith with itself? Cana man 
break the letter of the law and still be in perfect harmony with the spirit of it? 
Perhaps my story “Sinners” in the April SMART Ser will help you to judge less 
harshly the souls :hat dare to wander off the beaten track. 


mood for it, but I don’t see any fun in 
taking a cocktail if you don’t happen to 
like the taste. I drink a little red wine at 
times—just because I like it.” 

Bob Eames passed by us again and stop- 
ped to speak to Vincent. 

“Party is not as gay as it might be, Vin- 
cent,” he said. “Wish you would do some 
of your conjuring tricks.” 

“Sure, if it will help out!” Vincent agreed. 
He turned to me. “I always was keen on 
fool tricks,” he explained. “As a kid of ten 
or so, I used to spend all my money buying 
| books on conjuring. Matter of fact, I’m al- 
| most as good as a professional!” He said 
this as though he were talking about some- 
meses | else and without any trace of conceit 


in his voice. 

A moment later and he had left my side 
and gone to the end of the room. Bob 
Eames announced that Vincent Onley would 
entertain them. Vincent faced them, as ut- 
terly unembarrassed and at home as though 
they were all staring at somebody else in- 
stead of at him. 

He began to do several card tricks, and 
clever as they were, his continual patter 
was even more so. He had them spell- 
bound in a very little while, and I could not 
but admit that he had only stated a simple 
fact when he had stated that he was “almost 
as good as a professional.” 

“My final trick. this evening,” Vincent an- 
nounced, “could not be duplicated by any 
living magician! I will select any one from 
my distinguished audience! Ah, you, Miss 
Tremaine!” He beckoned to me to come 
near him. 

Feeling rather shy and embarrassed with 
so many people looking at me, I walked the 
length of the studio until I stood beside 
Vincent. 

“T shall ask this young lady merely to 
think of a card, any card from the fifty- 
two!” Vincent went on. “Have you 
| thought of one?” he demanded. 
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All’s Fair In Love— 


[Continued from page 51) 


“Yes,” I told him. 

“Don’t tell me what it is yet,” he in- 
structed me. “Now will any gentleman in 
the audience kindly come and tie my hands 
behind my back?” 

Vincent kept up a continual bantering 
chatter as one of the men tied his hands 
behind him. 

“Now,” Vincent went on, “give the ends 
of the rope to anyone you care to select 
so that I can’t possibly move to the other 
end of the room without my captor knowing 
it. You, madam!” And he bowed to a 
middle-aged lady sitting near him. 

The ends of the rope that bound him were 
handed to this lady who sat grimly holding 
on to them. 

“Now tell me and these ladies and gen- 
tlemen what card you thought of!” Vincent 
said to me. 

“The six of clubs!” I announced. 

“The six of clubs!” Vincent repeated with 
a smile. “Well, you have all seen that I 
have been tied and held before I knew the 
card Miss Tremaine selected. The telephone 
is at the other end of the room. Now, Miss 
Tremaine, will you go to the phone and 
call up Plaza 8343? Just say that you wish 
to speak to Miss Alma Lambert. When 
you are sure you have her on the wire, 
don’t say a single thing that might lead the 
audience to think you and I are working to- 
gether. Just ask ‘What card am I thinking 
of?’ Or ‘What have you to tell me?’ Use 
your own words so that it can’t possibly be 
a code, and get some one to listen on the 
receiver at the same time as you, so that 
you have a witness. The reply will astonish 
you, as the lady lives a long way from here, 
and obviously, as she is not present, she 
can’t know what card you selected some 
minute and a half ago!” 

With another girl I walked the length 
of that big room and took up the telephone 
I called the number and a woman’s voice 
answered me. 
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“I want to speak to Miss Alma Lambert!” 
I said. 

“Speaking!” The voice returned. 

“Miss Lambert,” I said, “are you a mind 
reader?” You see I was careful not to use 
either phrase that Vincent had suggested. 
The girl with me was also listening as we 
held the receiver between us. 

“Sufficiently a good one to tell you,” the 
voice came back over the wire, “that you 
are thinking of the six of clubs!” And then 
we heard the click of the receiver at the 
other end as Miss Lambert hung up. 

I announced what had happened and the 
applause was almost deafening. 

“That, ladies and gentlemen, ends my 
performance for tonight!” Vincent bowed. 
“In return, I demand a drink!” 

He took a cocktail from his host and sat 
talking to me, though we were continually 
interrupted by people begging Vincent to tell 
them how it was done. Politely, smilingly, 
he kidded them, but his refusal was absolute. 

But when an hour later several people 
asked him to repeat the trick, Vincent con- 
sented. 

This time, he selected another girl, while 
he chose another man to bind him at the 
other end of the room from the telephone. 

“What card are you thinking of?” Vincent 
asked. 

“The King of Hearts,” the girl announced. 

He instructed her to call up that same 
Plaza number. “Ask for Miss Ethel Lam- 
bert,” Vincent instructed her, “and see what 


” 


she will tell you! 


FEW moments later the girl assured us 
that the woman had told her that she 
was thinking of the King of Hearts, and 
again the applause was generous. 

“I know how you do that trick,” I said 
when Vincent was again sitting beside me. | 

“T don’t think you do know,” he answered, 
“and if you do, it’s because you are the 
only one in the room who hasn't had a drink 
or two. Tell me, but don’t give it away 
to the others.” 

“The first time, when I had thought of 
the six of clubs,” I said, “you told me to 
ask for a Miss Alma Lambert! Later, when 
the other girl thought of the King of Hearts, 
quite casually, you told her to ask for Miss 
Ethel Lambert! All that happens is that 
you have fifty-two code words with this 
Miss Lambert, one for every card in the 
deck, and she knows what card is required 
simply by the first name used when some- 
body rings her up!” 

“You are a clever little devil!” he laughed. 
“My mistake. As a rule I never repeat that 
same trick on the same occasion! I thought 
as they had all had a few drinks, I could 
risk it. I forgot that you had not in- 
dulged.” 

“Well, I won’t give you away!” I prom- 
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| sure I won't, you are out nothing—that’'s fair isn't it? 


Later Clara went off with a boy she had 
met at the party so that when Vincent of- 
fered to drive me back, I accepted readily. 

He helped me into his sedan with a touch 
of chivalrous gentleness that appealed to 


e. 

“One of the few good things about ad 
job,” he smiled, “is that I can always have 
a car to drive. Talking of that, how about 
a run somewhere tomorrow? ‘It’s Sunday!” 

“I'd love it!” I exclaimed impetuously. | 

Outside my aunt’s apartment, he drew 
up by the curb, but he made no motion 
to open the door for me. The clock on 
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the dashboard showed it to be a few min-|- 


utes after one, and nobody was about in the | 
quiet rather shabby street. Suddenly his 
arms were about me and he drew me close 
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my part whatever, a copy of your latest boo 


to him. I closed my eyes in abandonment, | cular Development.” (Please write or print plainiy.) 


intoxicated by his almost hypnotic person- | 


ality. My heart told me that here was | N@™¢. 


the man for whom I had been waiting, the | 
man for whom I had denied all those foolish 
‘boys the light kisses they sought for. 
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| the ecstasy of his embrace I lost or almost 


lost all consciousness of myself. I was ab- 
sorbed in him. 

This feeling lasted only a brief moment 
in actual time, but what is love? Can it 
be measured by man-made clocks? Enough 


| that I loved! 


Gently I freed myself, but he still kept 
my hands in his, and I could feel my fingers 
tingling at his magnetic touch. 

“Oh!” I cried a little foolishly. “Oh! I 
never knew a kiss was like that!” 

“You never knew?” he repeated. A smile 
lighted up his face. “You mean that was 
your first kiss?” 

I nodded, happy tears misting my eyes. 

Again he enfolded me in his arms. “You 
darling!” he whispered. “You little white 
darling!” 


HEN he let me go. He opened the door 

of the car and helped me out. He walked 
up the brown-stone steps with me, and took 
off his hat. He kissed both my hands. 
Then he turned them over and kissed the 
palms. 

“Tomorrow, darling!” he said. “Tomor- 
row !” 

I know that it was long, long before I 
slept that night, and when at last I did 
drop off into dreams of Vincent, I was 
holding my hands, the hands he had kissed, 
against my cheek! 

About eleven the next morning, Vincent 
called for me. My eyes were shining as we 
drove away from the house, and his voice 
was tender, and whimsical, and admiring 
and thrilling and everything else that ap- 
peals to a girl as he was telling me how 
lovely I looked! It was cold but sunny and 


f | bright and we left Manhattan behind us and 


drove up the Hudson. 

What a drive that was! What a day of 
days! I enjoyed every minute of it, and 
never once did he do anything but tell me 
either by word or glance how much he 
cared for me. 

We had lunch at a quaint little cottage 
in Westchester where they served occasional 
passing motorists, and it was dusk as we 
turned back towards New York. 

“Forget convention, my darling,” Vincent 
begged me when the lights of Manhattan 
were again with us. “Let’s not go to a 
restaurant for dinner but come to my apart- 
ment and you cook us some supper. How 
about it?” 

I agreed and we stopped and bought 
things at a delicatessen. Then we drove up 
to his apartment which I found consisted of 
two rooms and a bath with a little kitchen- 
ette. There I prepared an omelette and 
coffee and hot biscuits all of which Vincent 
protested were the best he had ever tasted. 


T WAS after I had cleared away and we 

were sitting on a couch together before 
the open fire which he had lighted, that he 
took me in his arms and kissed me. 

“You know I love you, darling?” 

I nodded, too happy to trust myself to 
speak. 

“If only I had some money,” he went on, 
“T would ask you to marry me at once, 
but I know my faults, darling. I’m an ex- 
travagant .young fool, and I know it. What 
I need is capital, thirty or forty thousand. 
Then I'd have a garage and sell used cars 
on the side, and we wouldn’t have to worry 
about money. As it is, you’d be miserable 
on what I make. We must wait and hope, 
before I say anything definite.” 

Something chilled me. I wished he had 


| said nothing rather than offer me an excuse 


for not proposing to me! I got up and said 
that it was time for me to be getting home 
as I had to be up and on the job in the 
morning 

He made no protest, so that I know my 
instinct had been right in trusting him by 
coming with him to his apartment. 
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But when again we parked the car outside 
my aunt’s apartment, he drew me to him. 

“Cross, Precious, just because I was hon- 
est and told you that I can’t afford to 
marry just yet? Don’t be cross, darling! 
Forget everything except that I love you!” 

And I did forget everything in the rapture 
of his kisses. 

But the cold practical work-a-day world 
of Monday morning made me realize my 
danger. I knew that I loved Vincent. I 
knew that he fascinated me. I knew some- 
thing of my own weakness, and as he was 
not ready to marry me, I determined to run 
no more risks. He was making more than 
enough for me, but if he felt he needed more, 
I could do nothing about it. What I could 
do was to place a guard on my own 
emotions. 

I confided something of all this to Clara 
Knox when we had lunch together. 

“That’s easy,” she decided. “I’ve quite a 
crush on this boy, Jimmy Wells, and I’d 
just as soon be sort of chaperoned. Tell 
you what, Mildred, we four, you, me, 
Jimmy and Vincent will run around to- 
gether in future. Four’s safe where two’s 
a danger sign!” 


O FOR the ensuing six or seven weeks I 

saw a good deal of Vincent but always in 
the company of Clara and her beau. We 
motored together on Sundays, and Jimmy 
reciprocated for the use of the car by taking 
us to dinner and the movies during’ the 
week. 

The more I saw of Vincent, the more I 
loved him, and the more I believe that he 
loved me. If only, I thought, I could do 
something to make him realize we could be 
perfectly comfortable and happy on what 
he was then making, if only I could make 
him ask me to marry him without further 
delay ! 

Suddenly, something happened, which 
seemed to point the way! 

One Saturday afternoon, I had been up- 
town to a store for Aunt Ella, and was on 
my way home about four o'clock inside a 
Fifth Avenue bus. Sitting next to me was 
rather a fat, good-natured looking woman 
of middle age. She had several packages 
with her and had evidently been shopping. 

In Madison Square, the bus stopped, and 
this woman got off. I noticed that she had 
left a small package behind her, and as I 
was within a few blocks of where I lived 
I got off the bus and hurried after her. I 
overtook her just as she was turning into 
West Twenty-fourth Street. 

“You left this behind you,” I said as I 
held out the package. 

“Now isn’t that kind of you, my dear!” 
she exclaimed in a motherly sort of voice. 
“Truth is I am carrying more than I can 
easily manage. I live half way down the 
block, so I haven’t far to go.” 

Immediately I offered to help her carry 
her belongings and when we reached her 
door, she asked me to come up and have a 
cup of tea with her. 


HERE was something so understanding 

and sympathetic about her that I ac- 
cepted, and presently I found myself sitting 
in a comfortably furnished living room, and 
as we had tea, I told her quite a little about 
myself. She was the type of woman that in- 
spires and invites confidences. 

She was, I learned, a Mrs. Ford, a widow, 
and she had lost a daughter about three 
years before. 

“That’s the reason I asked you to tea,” 
she told me. “You are very like her. Not 
enough to be her sister, but enough to re- 
mind me of her.” 

That established a bond between us, and 
as we talked on I learned that Mrs. Ford 
was a professional fortune teller! 

“Oh, do lay the cards for me!” I begged 
her. “I’m not very happy, and there’s some- 
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| thing I’d give anything to find out.” 


“My dear,” she said meaningly, “didn’t I 
tell you that you reminded me of my poor 
Sybil? That’s why I won't lay the cards 
for you.” 

“But why “Why 
not ?” 

“Because,” she said, “I like you. Because 
you remind me of the child who was more 
to me than all the world. That’s why!” 


not?” I coaxed her. 


O INTO her motherly and sympathetic 

ears, I poured the story of my love for 
Vincent Olney and of how he would not 
yet ask me to marry him. 

“That’s easy!” she assured me. “Send 
him to me! Let someone else tell him how 
wonderful I am, so that he doesn’t suspect 
that you and I are working together, and 
I'll tell him his best luck lies in marrying 
you. Tell me little things about his past so 
that he believes what a wonderful woman I 
am in knowing it, and I'll manage him all 
right! 1 won't tell him your name but I'll 
describe you so that he knows it’s you all 
right! And it’s fair enough! All’s fair in 
love and war, and he seems to be in love 
with you anyway.” 

It may have been wrong. Now I know 
it was, but remember I was desperately in 
love and this seemed such an easy way to 
make Vincent ask me to be his wife. So I 
told Mrs. Ford several little things about his 
past, where he was born, what he did for a 
living and so on. 

It was almost supper time when I left 
her and I decided to take Clara into my 
confidence so that it should be she and not 
I who talked of the wonderful powers of 
Mrs. Ford! 

I explained to Clara what she had to do, 
and after the movies, where the four of us 
had gone, she began talking of the marvel- 
ous powers of seeing the future that were 
the “gift” of this Mrs. Ford. 

The end of it was just as I had hoped: 
His curiosity piqued, Vincent Olney had 
agreed to go and see Mrs. Ford the very 
next day! He would take me for a drive 
in the afternoon after his interview with 
the fortune teller, 

Early in the morning, I telephoned to Mrs. 
Ford to warn her of Vincent’s visit and also 
to tell her that I had left my ring in her 


bathroom when I had removed it while 
washing my hands. 
“T have it safely,” she told me, “and you 


can have it the next time you come here. 

I don’t know how I passed the inter- 
vening hours until I could see Vincent. I 
walked up and down my room nervously. 
I loved him so, I told myself! I loved him 
so! I could not contemplate life without 
him. 

At last the appointed hour arrived and 
with it, Vincent. I looked anxiously at him 
and could tell by a certain grim line about 
his mouth that he had arrived at a decision. 

“T want to talk to you alone, darling,” 
he said to me. “Do you mind coming to 
my apartment? We can go for a drive 
later ?” 

I assented gladly, and kept chattering all 
the way up Fifth Avenue and across the 
park. 

Arrived in his apartment, we sat down 
on the couch and he began quite suddenly. 

“Don’t let us wait,” he was saying. 
“Marry me at once, in a week or so, when 
I can get leave off from my job. Marry 
me, dear, because I am tired of waiting for 
you!” 

Mrs. Ford had done her work well, but 
even in that moment of rapture as Vincent 
held me in his arms I felt guilty. In a way, 
my innocent deception spoiled that perfect 
moment. 

Eagerly I told him that I was ready to 
marry him at any time, and we arranged 
the following Saturday week as the date. 

But he was kissing me, boldly caressing 
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me. And I? I was completely immersed in 
his magnetic personality 

But that night, I could not sleep. Some- 
how everything seemed spoilt for me. I 


| loved Vincent as much, even more, than 
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before I had known the rapture of his 
kisses, but I was unhappy. 

Then suddenly I knew what was the 
matter. It was all my own fault. I had 
made Vincent urge me to marry him through 
a trick. It was—cheap! 

Tears! Tears of bitter sense of loss all 
through my own impatience for now I saw 
that I could not marry him unless I con- 
fessed about Mrs. Ford. But how could I? 

I hardly slept all night. I was a nervous 
wreck when I went to work the next day, 
but my mind was made up. I knew what 
I was going to do even though it might 
break my heart. 

At lunch time I went into a telephone 
booth and I called up Vincent. By luck I 
found him in; he had returned to his office 
to fill up some papers. I forced my voice 
to be gay. I forced myself to sound as 
though I did not care. 

But the main part of what I said was 
this: “I think we have made a mistake, 
Vincent. I simply couldn't sleep last night 
worrying about what I had promised you. 
I was carried off my feet, and I think—I 
feel that I could not make you happy. I 
want you just to forget me—and forgive me.” 

I hung up the receiver, but I did not 
come out of that stuffy telephone booth 


until I had stopped my tears. 

I went back to the office, but I felt so 
sick that I asked for the afternoon off, say- 
ing quite truthfully that I had a terrible 
headache. As I came out of the elevator 
on the street floor, a man grabbed me by 
the arm. It was Vincent; his face was 
white. 

He did not say a word to me until we 
were in his car, and I hardly noticed that 
we were headed downtown. 

“You can’t play with me like that, little 
girl,” he said as we waited for the traffic 
signal. “I love you. You know it. You 
love me and I know you do.” 

“You know I do!” I managed to say 
with a smile, though I felt that my heart 
was breaking. “How do you know it?” 

“Boob girl!” he laughed at me. “Boob 
girl! Do you think I didn’t know yester- 
day that Mrs. Ford was a fake, even be- 
fore I saw your ring lying on the table in 
her apartment? What do you think me, a 
fool? 

“Then you knew about the trick all the 
time!” I exclaimed. “Now you understand 
why I phoned you that I couldn’t marry 
you. It would have been so cheap, dear. 
Even now it is still there, between us, that 
I tried to cheat!” 

“Don’t be absurd,” he smiled. “You tried 
perhaps and failed. You failed, little girl 
whom I adore, because it really isn’t in your 
heart. Why, darling, my future wife 
couldn’t even cheat when she tried!” 


UST girls as well as boys sow wild oats now-a-days? And are there con- 

sequences? Elsie Robinson, the world’s big sister, has had more chance 
than most of us—to know the modern girl—to study her code, to watch the 
working of her mind and often to watch her reap the pitiful harvest which in her 
article in April SMart Set she calls “thistles of restlessness.” 


My Buddy’s Mam’selle 


[Continued from page 45] 


only marking time to think of some way 
to relay the suggestion to Sam. 

However, it was Yvonne, herself, who 
really told Big Sam what was in the wind. 
Nodding at me, she pointed to the stairs 
saying, “Chambre pour M’sieu Borden ici.” 

I’m sure Sam got her drift, but he turned 
to me for an explanation with a queer look 
on his frank face. As casually as possible I 
repeated the Gambeaus’ proposal. 

My buddy didn’t say anything for a few 
moments, which was natural enough, al- 
though the silence made me feel awfully un- 
comfortable. There’s hardly any man that'll 
take quickly to the idea of another fellow, 
even his best friend, living under the same 
roof with the girl he loves. But, I guess 
Sam must have suddenly remembered who 
I was. Because, he blurted out: 

“Well, Kid, you couldn't be in a 
better place. Funny, but it never came to 
mind ‘bout your stayin’ here. Tell ‘em I 
think it'll be great.” 

His words made me wish he’d violently 
opposed the idea, for I understood why Sam 
agreed to my staying. He was still my 
buddy. He was at his old trick of helping 
me over the rough places. Sam’s faith in 
me, and his eagerness to see me fit again, 
had prompted him to agree to the Gam- 
beaus’ proposal. 

An inner voice warned me that I should 
make a last-minute excuse not to remain 
in the same house with Yvonne. I knew I 
could not stay on so close to her, and re- 
main true to my buddy, but Yvonne's soul- 
ful eyes were seducing me with sweet prom- 
ises begging me to stay. 

A little while later 1 went upstairs to my 
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new quarters, pretending the fatigue that I 
had really felt until meeting Yvonne. I lay 
across the high bed listening eagerly to catch 
little snatches of her voice that reached me 
from the room below. Big Sam said good 
night, and the door closed after him. I got 
up and tiptoed over to the front window. 
The stars had come out, and in the half- 
light they shed, I saw my buddy moving off 
like a phantom through the woods. I re- 
membered the first time I had seen him 
walking through the gray woods at Seiche- 
prey, and had followed him where I was 
afraid to go. Then the vision of Yvonne 
crossed my memories. 

I tried to blind myself to her vision. I 
told myself she was Sam’s girl. He had 
saved my life at Chateau-Thierry. I had 
returned from the hospital owing him my 
life. Now, I owed him even more. He had 
given me the chance to get right physically 
before going back to the outfit. Even more, 
he had proved that his love for a girl had 
not come between us. Was I going to prove 
myself his buddy or his worst enemy? 

“I can’t stay here,” I groaned inwardly, 
for in some mysterious way I again sensed 
that Big Sam had made a heart-breaking 
mistake.* Yvonne did not love him. He 
only thought she did. He had mistaken af- 
fectionate friendship for love. One look 
into her eyes had told me that and more. 
It had filled me with the premonition that 
something impended between Yvonne and 
myself. “I mustn’t let it happen. We 
mustn’t fall in love. If anything happened 
to Sam’s love it would bust him up for all 
of his roughness. Sam’s got big hard mus- 
cles, but he’s got a fine, soft heart.” 
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dignified business of your own which will pay 
you a steady and handsomeincome. Youcan 


The easy and 


I fell into a troubled sort of sleep that was 
crowded with the faces of Yvonne, and 


Big Sam. 


Yvonne was sewing some buttons on my 
blouse when Big Sam came to the house the 
next afternoon. All that morning I had 
|avoided her because she belonged to my 
| buddy, so I did not exactly feel ashamed 


to look him in the eye. 


“Ask Yvonne if she’d like to promynard 
a little bit with me, Kid,” he said after a 


“Are you going, too?” she asked, and my Stops Foot 


while. 


face burned. 


I tiptoed back and flung myself across the 
bed, agonized by the conflict of emotion in 
my heart. At last, toward early morning, 


I made some sort of flabby excuse about 

| being tired. The girl gave me a queer little ains in 10 minutes 
out making money without investing | look, but saved the situation by turning 
upon Sam with one of her wonderful smiles. 
Sam smiled back at her, his eyes glowing 
with adoration, and pride. Then he reached 
S\ uence needed: The work and per |out, and caught both of her hands in his. 

‘mane |I made believe I was looking out of the 
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arches — all can now be quickly ended. 


LIP a new and amazing band on the most 
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Become a Salesman 
Every phase of business revolves 
around selling. The trained sales- 
man is in demand—he can fix his 
own hours, choose his own field, 
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cessfully thru the LaSalle prob- 
lem method under supervision of 
expert salesmen. Train in your spare time. Low cost; 
easy terms. 64-page booklet, “The Modern Salesman, 
Ambassador of Progress," free. Send for it today. | 


LaSalle Extension University, Dept. 350.¢ Chicago and eggs with French fried potatoes. “That 
|is every American’s favorite plate, Robert,” 
she said, and there was a patter of feet over 
the floor, the swish of skirts. Then the 
easy closing of a door. I did not move 
from my place on the bed. 
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yet he’d told Yvonne to expect him. It was 
the first time in two weeks that the Sergeant 
had failed to put in appearance after dark, 


at both Yvonne and myself, as if we could 
explain the occurrence. 


and the non-commissioned officers go over 


| offered. 


almost instant relief. Better than an ice-pack, | will they, Robert?” asked Yvonne, her 
voice sounding a little bit strained. ‘“You’re 
while performing other duties. Approved by |f | Dot strong enough. Surely they won't send 


here a while longer. I’m all right, except 


| Dent. 2 terrible, terrible, to think of you poor boys 


to tremble. 


strengthen and support the vital muscles whose 
weakened condition causes 94% of all foot 
troubles, medical authorities say. Wear stylish 


EN Sam and Yvonne came back I shoes again, walk and dance without a twinge. 


was lying down upstairs. He came up, 
| and looking in, figured I was asleep. Shut-| This is a strong, superelastic yet amazingly 


and I heard him go away. 


No stiff props to further weaken the foot. 


thin, light band. It’s called the Jung Arch 


| ting the door softly he went down again,| Brace and acts through correct tension and 


scientific design to strengthen muscles nat- 


Hardly five minutes passed before there urally. Soon you do without it—feet are well. 


Test it 10 days. If not amazed and delighted 


was a soft tapping at my door. Then, your money returned. Go to druggist, shoe 


Yvonne came in. I started to get up but 
she motioned me back on the bed: 


store or chiropodist. If they can’t supply you 


use coupon below and ° 
ay postman. Send for U N 
“Non, non, M’sieu Robert, you must rest,” | free book on foot and Phe"Origina. 


she insisted. “At first, downstairs, Yvonne | troubles. 


thought you only played at being too fa- 
tigued to walk with us. Yvonne thought 


| M’sieu did not want to go. I am glad I 


was wrong.” 

“T wanted to go, Yvonne,” I said turning 
away from her, “But—” I suddenly stopped, 
catching myself in time. 

A silence that seemed more eloquent than 
anything we might have said crept into the 
room. Then, she broke it with: “Sergeant 
Sam is your very good friend—your com- 
rade d’guerre?” 

“Oui, Yvonne. He saved my life,” I an- 
swered. 

There was more silence in which I heard 
Yvonne’s hands moving softly against one 
another. Again it was she who ended the 
spell of quiet: “What would M’sieu Robert 
desire for supper? Surely there must be 


E something he would like best of all after 


his sufferings, and his privations. Tell 
Yvonne what it is. She would love to give 
M’sieu Robert his favorite plate.” 

She laughed softly when I told her ham 


Big Sam did not show up that night, 


nformed Madame, and I thought she looked 


“We're going to start a big drive soon, 


he attack problems at night school, some- 
imes. Maybe that’s what kept aim,” I 


“They won’t send you back to the Front, 


rou back.” 
“T'll be plenty strong enough after being 


or being underweight.” 
“Ah!” interrupted Madame. “The war is 
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When winds blow raw and 
chill and rheumatism tingles 
in your joints and muscles, 
rub on good old Musterole. 

As Musterole penetrates the skin 
and goes down to the seat of trouble, 
you feel a gentle, healing warmth; then 
comes cooling, welcome relief. 

Better than the old-fashioned mus- 
tard plaster Grandma knew. 

For croupy colds, sore throat, rheu- 
matism and congestion of all kinds, rub 
on Musterole. Don’t wait for trouble; 
keep a jar or tube handy. 

To Mothers: Musterole is also made 
in milder form for babies and small chil- 
dren. Ask for Children’s Musterole. 
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BETTER THAN A MUSTARD PLASTER 


{walking into death and suffering! Mon 
Dieu, will it never end?” 

Yvonne got up impulsively and went to 
the open door. There she stood, her back 
turned to us, looking away from the direc- 
tion of the Front where the skies seemed 
faintly colored with a banana yellow hue, 
pricked here and there by the burst of red 
and green rockets. A low rumbling sound 
as of far off thunder drifted through the 
door. I saw her slender shoulders go up in 
the air once, and a shudder seemed to pass 
|over her form. I looked away only to find 
| Madame Gambeau gazing at me with eyes 
| that seemed to be searching right down into 
|my soul. It was then that I was sure she 
| knew what was happening under her roof. 
| And, it was then that I realized the danger 
of Big Sam’s discovering what Yvonne's 
mother had discovered. Could it be pos- 
sible that Sam’s staying away meant that 
my buddy had already sensed the terrible 
truth? 

This question tortured me as I went to 
my room for the night. It haunted me like 
a ghost after I put out the candle, and lay 
there, restless in the dark. There was only 
one answer to my question. Whether or 
not Sam was aware of the truth I must go 
away from Yvonne before it was too late. 

“I'll go in the morning,” I determined, 
trying to drive the memory of Yvonne from 
my heart, and thoughts. 


HE September stars outside my window, 

glowed like the golden candle-light that 
had first revealed Yvonne's face to me. I 
could not shut my eyes to those stars, and so 
I remembered. Desperate, I got up, and slip- 
ped into my clothes. I was bent upon steal- 
ling away in the night, and fighting the 
| whole thing out by myself in the woods. 
However, Yvonne was sitting on the stone 
steps underneath those dancing stars. Against 
my intention I found myself at her side. 

“Something has happened to Yvonne, 
M’sieu,” she said, gazing dreamily at the 
stars. “Something she does not quite under- 
stand. Something that is here,” and im- 
pulsively lifted one of my hands against 
her heart. “Yvonne cannot sleep.” 

“Neither can I, Yvonne,” I answered. 

She turned at my words, her black eyes 
more misty than ever as they searched mine. 
Our hands came together in some unplanned 
|fashion. Our faces drew close. Only an 
}inch or so of velvet dark lay between our 
lips. The next instant we kissed each other. 
Then, a voice somewhere deep inside of me 
commanded me to lift my lips from 
Yvonne's. I obeyed, my eyes focussing upon 
the trees. Suddenly they changed from 
fine round trees to shattered woods through 
| which men seemed to be walking ever so 
| slowly, men with gleaming fixed bayonets! 
| They were all dim, shadowy men except 
one, a tall, rangey giant. I shut my eyes 
before that vision of Sam Sanderson, and 
jumped to my feet. I felt like something 
unspeakable: 

“Yvonne, I can’t stay here with you. I’m 
going.” 

The girl got up, and clutched my hands: 
“I go with you,” she said. 

Angry at myself, and at her, I flung her 
|hands away. I could -not let her beauty 
tempt me. “No, I am going alone. You 
cannot go,” I said, and my voice meant 
those words although my heart did not. 

“All right, Robert, but kiss Yvonne once 
more.” 

“My God, Yvonne, I can’t kiss you. You 
can’t kiss me. It’s wrong! My friend loves 
you. You love my friend.” 

“Yvonne loves you, Robert, not Sergeant 
Sam.” 

“No, no, you don’t, you mustn't think of 
such a thing,” I cried, yet I knew she had 
spoken the truth. 
| “TI loved you when I first saw you.” 
“You love Sam,” I insisted. 
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“Non, Robert. You do not believe that. 
You only say so because he is your friend. 


You know he has made a mistake. You 
know that although Yvonne lets him come 
often to her; although she has even kissed 
him, she does not love him. She loves 
you,” she ended, reaching out her hands. 

I jerked away knowing that I must 
keep faith with Big Sam. He had pulled 
me through the hardest hours of my life. 
I did not dare stay another moment. 
Turning away I ran at full speed into the 
woods surrounding the house. And, I did 
not stop, until somewhere deep in the 
shadows of sleeping trees I flung myself 
down on the damp ground, and cursed 
myself for having betrayed, in my heart, 
the man I called buddy. 

Lying there in the woods my soul 
triumphed somehow over my flesh. I had 
been weak back there for a moment when 
I kissed her. But, that moment seemed 
past; it would never return. Oh! I was 
so sure of this then, so very sure that my 
soul had been made strong enough never 
to betray Big Sam again. I got up, and 
retraced my steps, courage flaming in my 
heart. Once more I felt as if I had been 
lifted up out of some indescribable travail. 

Yvonne was still sitting on the front 
steps. Standing a little way from her I 
told her what had happened down in the 
woods. “I thought I loved you, Yvonne. 
But, I was mistaken, just as Big Sam is 
mistaken about your loving him. There’s 
a girl back home who is my fiancee. You 
and I can only be friends,” I said, stopping 
short over the last word. I knew I could 
not go on with such lies, not when my 
heart was breaking to take her in my arms, 
and kiss away the torture I saw in her 
eyes. 

“Oui, M’sieu. Yvonne understands. 
Yvonne—” her voice broke, and her head 
bowed into her lap, as if she had been 
suddenly struck by an unseen hand. 

For just one agonizing moment I stood 
over her, my arms struggling to reach 
out and touch her, my throat constricting 
with the words I wanted to whisper to 
her. Then, in some miraculous way, the 
strength to leave her came to me. 

A week slipped by. 

Only the fact that Big Sam came to the 
Gambeau farmhouse once or twice a day 
made it possible for me to play the game 
I'd steeled myself to play, forcing myself 
to think of Yvonne only as my buddy’s 
girl. Just once in all those seven days did 
I falter in my purpose. That was while 
we were all sitting at the supper table one 
night, and Yvonne reached under the cloth, 
and squeezed my hand. The pressure of 
her fingers made me tingle all over, and 
remembering the one time I had kissed 
her, my yearning for her filled my eyes. 
It was still there when I glanced. away, 
and caught Big Sam staring at me as if 
he’d seen something he couldn’t exactly 
fathom. Fortunately, Madame Gambeau 
called his attention to something at the 
moment, and he had apparently forgot 
what he’d seen in my eyes. 


ON THE afternoon of the eighth day the 
struggle to suppress my feelings for 
Yvonne seemed about on the breaking 
point. A man cannot live day after day, 
and night after night, under the same roof 
with the girl he loves, and still remain 
strong enough to resist her appeal indefi- 
nitely. When Madame started out for a 
village five miles away, and I realized 
Yvonne and I would be left all alone in 
the house, I went up to my room, a de- 
cision forming in my mind. I was going 
to report back to the outfit. It was best 
since I was no longer sure of — myself 
around Yvonne. I had gained five pounds 
and felt much stronger. 

“I’m going this afternoon,” I said, fling- 
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ing myself face down on the bed. 

The words had barely escaped my lips 
when the door opened softly. I looked up, 
and saw Yvonne coming toward me. 

“Robert,” she began, “something is going 
to happen. I know it, feel it. You are 
going away from me. Oh! it doesn’t mat- 
ter that there is someone else back in 
America, someone you love,” the tears 
were streaming down her cheeks, “I—I 
love you—and it is eating my heart out,” 
she cried. 

The next moment she was on her knees 
at the bedside sobbing into the bedclothes 
while her arms groped blindly for me. All 
my love for her surged into my heart. I 
caught her hands, while my lips touched 
her blue-black hair. Just what I said I 
do not know, except that I told her the 
truth that was in my heart for her. 

“Oh! my sweetheart,” she sobbed against 
my hands. “Each night I prayed there was 
really no other, that you loved me, that 
you were only hurting us both on account 
of your friend. Robert, Robert, I have 
been yours since that first night. Ah! Mon 
Dieu, I love you, I want you,” she cried. 


LIFTED her up from her knees, and drew 

her into my arms just as a door opened, 
and heavy footsteps sounded below, fol- 
lowed by Sam’s voice calling our names 
excitedly. I don’t know how she ever 
escaped my room in time. I was faking 
sleep when he came in, panting hard from 
running. 

“We just got orders, Kid. We're goin’ 
up; there’s a big drive startin’ directly. 
Outfit’s movin’ out in half hour. Come on, 
Kid, we gotta make it snappy.” 

With Yvonne looking on, Sergeant Sam 
and I made my pack. It was only a 
matter of minutes. Not once did I dare 
look into the eyes of either one. When the 
pack was made Sam bent to pick it up, 
but I clung to it, and started downstairs 


| afraid of what must be written in my eyes. 
However, Sam was far too wrapped up in 


looking at the girl he loved to watch me 


| then. 


I rushed down the front steps, eager to 
get away. But, Sam called me _ inside. 
“Kid, there’s something you gotta tell her 
for me,” he said. “Tell her not worry 
‘bout me. There, there ain’t no shell or 
bullet with my number on it, and, Kid, 


| tell her I’m comin’ back soon as the show’s 


over. God! Kid, I love her more’n any- 
thing, tell her all that.” 

There are times when we just make our- 
selves go through with things. 
that way then. I told her brokenly, won- 
dering how I’d ever get by with it. Then 
I said she had to play the game. Yvonne 
nodded, and went over to the big Sergeant 
who stood with his cap in his twisting 
hands. Suddenly his feelings burst out 
into English. I could not stand there lis- 
tening, knowing all I did. I hurried out to 
the front of the house, wishing to Heaven 
that I had been killed at Torcy instead of 
being wounded. My love for Yvonne was 
gnawing at one side of my heart while my 
friendship for Sam Sanderson was gnawing 
at the other. Standing there I felt I was 
being cheated, but, worst of all I felt I 
was a cheater. I hadn’t played square with 
Sam. I should have told him the truth 
from the beginning. 
made matters a thousand times worse. 
God! what would happen if he found out 
that it was all a rotten fake? I shuddered 
at the idea of his turning against me, 
hating me, knowing me for what I really 
was. 

“Kid.” 

I turned at the call. Sam was standing 
in the door with Yvonne, his arms around 
her. 

“We're goin’, Kid. Come on and kiss | 
Yvonne good-by. You rate a kiss. She'll | 
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be almost a sister to you some day. 

I moved toward them, my knees un- 
steady, my hands shaking violently. I 
mumbled something to Yvonne _ about 
| being my sister, and for a fleeting moment 
|I even dared to brush my lips against hers. 
“Good-by, Yvonne,” I said in English. 
| “Good-by, my American sweetheart. Bon 
chance. May the Virgin guard you,” she 
answered in French. 

I was hurrying down the white road 
when Sam overtook me and snatched away 
my pack. “We gotta double-time, Kid. 
They’re blowin’ to fall-in, now,” he panted. 


ROM the village down the road came the 
sharp, staccato notes of a bugle. My 
|pulses began to pound. My heart began 

to race madly. A few moments iater I 
| wae a part of the excitement and confusion 
lof men going to war. Our company street 
was like a street of Babel with the French 
and the Americans scurrying here and 
there, shouting orders and last words. Sam 
shoved me into his platoon, and grabbed 
his gun, and pack, from a man who had 
fetched it out of the billet. 

The officers were not in sight. Orders 
had been changed by a difference of about 
ten minutes. Sam bolted off to fill his 
|canteen with cognac. Other non-coms did 
the same. The squads broke a bit, and 
spread so that the French people with 
whom they had been living the past few 
weeks could see them for a last good-by, 
and a last wish of “bon chance” at the 
Front. 

In all that mad, mad scene my thoughts 
did not rush ahead to what was waiting 
for K Company up the line in the Saint 
Mihiel woods. Instead they kept rushing 
back over that white road to a farmhouse 
in the woods, and a girl. Then they rushed 
back over that same road to Sam. 

A whistle blew at the head of the col- 
umn. The Captain faced the ragged 
squads and said something to the top-ser- 
geant. Just as the top-kick swung about 
to give a command, a form rushed at me 
from the side of the road. Arms went 
around my neck, kisses showered down up- 
on my lips. 

“Yvonne, oh! Yvonne,” I half-sobbed. 

“Robert, my sweetheart. I could not 
let you go like that. Oh! come back to 
me, come back to me. It is killing my 
heart to have you go.” 

“I'll come back some day.” 


ENSHUN,” barked the first sergeant. 

But, with Yvonne in my arms, crying 
and kissing me, I was deaf to the com- 
mand until in the grim silence that followed 
the order I gazed up and saw Sam San- 
|derson looking at Yvonne and me with a 
face that seemed suddenly stricken. At 
the look in his eyes, and the way he 
snapped his head around, I felt as if I 
had driven my bayonet through his chest. 
I leaned heavily against Yvonne as if the 
weight of my pack, and rifle, had increased 
a hundredfold. We were nearly swept off 
our feet by the men pressing forward. The 
outfit was marching. 

“Good-by Yvonne. You must let me 
go,” I said, moving along. She clung on a 
few steps more, then knelt in the dust 
|of the road where old women, young chil- 
dren, and withered men were kneeling, 
waving, throwing kisses. 

I never dared look back at Yvonne in 
the dust of the road. I never dared think. 
I just marched on, the torture of my heart 
spreading and spreading more sharply with 
every step. The dusk came down. Then 
the black night with its sea of stars over- 
head. We stopped for chow at a roadside 
mess station. I was weak, but I couldn’t 


go food, and I stood off in a corner eating 
/my heart out because Sam Sanderson stood 
‘nearby, looking at me occasionally with 
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unseeing eyes. Just as we lined up again, 
he went through his platoon checking up 
on certain things. When he called me 
“Borden” my heart turned to lead. I felt 
the agony of iodine on a raw wound. It 
was the first time since that morning we 
met that he had not called me “Kid.” His 
name for me had come to mean everything. 
My own name “Borden” was a bitter 
sound to me on his tongue. I answered 
his question, calling him Sergeant, and feel- 
ing as if he were a total stranger to me. 
Deep in my heart I knew he was. He was 
no longer Sam, my buddy. He was Ser- 
geant Sanderson. 

The command “forward, march,” rip- 
pled through the platoon again. We bal- 
anced packs, and stepped out. The night 
deepened, but we marched on, and on, 
stopping for short rests along the roadside. 
Not once during those rests did Sam San- 
derson so much as look at me, but oui of 
the corner of my eyes I watched him, 
praying, wishing, hoping he would say 
something to me. If only he would be- 
rate me, damn me for what I felt I was! 
But, no, he just treated me as if I didn’t 
exist. 


BOUT two o’clock the next morning our 
battalion reached the regimental ren- 

dezvous in a wooded valley. We had been 
marching like ghosts in the night for more 
than four hours. Hiking under full pack 
had just about sucked all the strength out 
of me, but it wasn’t physical exhaustion 
that made me feel all done up after that 
gruelling march. It was the kind of weak- 
ness that comes to a fellow when he feels 
down in spirit. I didn’t care what hap- 
pened. Sergeant Sanderson hadn't so 
much as noticed me during the hike, and 
now that the Battalion was going to 
bivouac, he was putting his shelter-half 
with Cognac Smith’s to make a pup tent. 

Big Sam and I had always put our shelter- 
halves together. We had always made a 
bunk out of our blankets. I watched him 
and Cognac for a few minutes, then turned 
my head away. Somehow, every move Sam 
made to stretch the canvas and the blankets 
felt like a blow against my face. Other fel- 
lows were putting their stuff together. 
Everybody seemed to have a buddy but 
me. I stole away from the crowd and be- 
gan to unroll my pack. I didn’t care 
whether I had a pup tent over me or not. 

Later, while I lay there on the ground, 
carelessly wrapped in my three blankets, it 
began to rain. I turned my face away from 
the stinging drops, and thought of Sam 
under the pup tent with Cognac Smith. We 
had always made ourselves warm and com- 
fortable in the cold and rain before this 
awful thing had happened to us! How good 
bacon, and milkless coffee had tasted side 
by side with Sam! 

Big guns began to growl to the rear, but 
I paid no attention to them, nor to the out- 
bursts of machine-gun fire ahead. All I 
could do was lie there in the slashing rain 
and cold, and know the bitterness of having 
lost my best friend. Even the knowledge 
that Yvonne loved me worked no magic 
then. The memory of her kisses, and her 
last words, only seemed to make my tor- 
ture over Sam all the more poignant. 


HEN the darkness began to fade a 

little I thought of what lay ahead of 
us. We would be going over soon, walking 
slowly into the German fire, and the flicker- 
ing knives. I'd done it twice before, but, 
Sam had been at my side then. A horrible 
fear gripped me. What if I didn’t have the 
nerve to carry on without Big Sam at my 
side ? 

I don’t know how I ever fell asleep with 
that question burning into me like a red 
hot poker. I guess I must have been mighty 
near dead from weakness and worry when 
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|I finally did drift off to a restless sleep. 
| Everybody was awake, and on their feet 
when I opened my eyes again. At first I 
tried to make believe everything was a nasty 
nightmare. But, the line of those pup tents 
through the trees, and the fact that I was 
all alone in my wet blankets, drove the 
ugly truth home to me. I sat up. The first 
man I really recognized was Sam. He was 
going around getting up details. Every man 
in sight got some sort of a job but me. 
Big Sam passed me up cold. 

For a moment hope flared in my chest. 
Sam was passing me up because he didn’t 
want to overtax my strength! But, there 
was another way to look at it. Most likely 
Sam hated me so much he didn’t want to 
speak to me! All that morning I sat there 
on my blankets, eating my heart out. I 
fell in for mess, but I couldn’t eat. Yet, I 
|was so weak and empty, I could hardly 
stand. 

That afternoon old Cognac Smith saun- 
tered over to me. My heart leaped. Per- 
haps he was bringing some news from Sam. 
But, Cognac was looking for news. “What 
the hell’s wrong with you and Sam, Kid? 
I asked him, but he ain’t so much as even 
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Cognac gave me a close look. “Your 
tongue gone A. W. O. L. too, eh? Well, 
there’s somethin’ wrong, and I’m only tryin’ 
to help patch things up, Kid. Come on spill 
the beans,” he coaxed. 

“Sam’s sore at me. He’s got a damn good 
right to be, Cognac, that’s all,” I managed 
to say. 

The old fellow shook his head, and went 
away. Out of the corner of my eyes I 
saw him go up to Sam, and say something. 
Big Sam’s only answer was to shrug his 
wide shoulders, and light a cigarette. 

I got up again for mess call. But, I only 
nibbled at my food. The night wore on. 
The darkness became like acid eating at my 
chest with the thought of Sam’s anger. 
Daylight brought no relief to my sou! tor- 
ture, and by afternoon I was praying orders 
would arrive. I wanted to go over the top, 
and get knocked off. 

The orders came after supper. It was 
then that Sam spoke to me for the first time 
in over twenty-four hours. “Your gas mask 
O. K., Borden?” he asked. 

Borden! Somehow that name on his lips 
took away the sudden intention of trying to 
square things up with him by some sort of 
an explanation: “O. K.” I said, glad of the 
dark. 

“We attack first thing in the morning. 
If you need ammunition say so when I’m 
| dealin’ out the grenades.” 

“All right, Sergeant,” I mumbled. The 
next second he was on his way to another 
man. 

We moved out of the valley at ten-thirty. 
By midnight we were in our places in the 
| night-shrouded lines, waiting for something 
|to happen. The ghostly calm that comes 
| before a storm hung over the woods. 

“Tt’s this goddam waitin’ that gets a 
guy’s guts,” complained a fellow in the 
squad. Somebody told him to shut up. A 
|stray shell came tearing into the woods, 


| and exploded with an awful bang. I made 
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for Sam. He was sitting on a tree trunk 
|not far away, staring into the dark. I fig- 
ured he was thinking of Yvonne, and of 
me, and hating us. I would have given my | 
life just to have had him come over, and 
call me “Kid” once. | 

“My God! maybe one of us will get | 
killed. I don’t want to die with Sam feel- | 
ing so awful against me!” 

A star shell burst almost over us. Rockets 
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for silence that followed I strained my eyes 
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of music needed. Play by numbers. “That's My 
Just press the keys and play. Famous , 
Vau leville Star, Trixie Friganza wrote: 

**Played in 3 minutes; never touched 


an instrument before!” Patented; 
nothing else like them. 


“ps 


to prove you can play. ““No 
me pay!’’ Send for 
mention 
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WRINKLES GONE IN 3 DAYS! 


vanished 
so quickly J | 
was astonished 
at the wonder 


results ~ 
By Miss Karsten 


For years I tried everything to remove wrinkles which 
marred my beauty, hindered my pleasure in social life and 
made me look old before my time, but wi‘ hout results. 

One day a friend who had just returned from abroad 
gave me t nderful secret discovered in Egypt, which 
preserved the youthful appearance of the fairest Egyptian 
Beauties. I tried it—results were amazing—I could not 
believe my eyes, After a few applications wrinkles and 
worry, lines faded away. In 8 days my 
skin became firm and youthful freshness 
was rest< red. 


This 


Why took ofd! Why allow wrinkles, black- frown LINES 
1 


heads or pimples to mar your appearance 

when they can be harmlessly removed as if | 
by magic? No massaging no painful } 
electric treatment no harmful lotions. | 


Ruja Creme will amaze you—bring back 
new youth to your face. Try it 


CROW'S FEET 
Special $5 offer Now $469 

only one jar toa person sees \ 
Our Laboratories have secured a limited 
supply of these costly ingredients, 10, 
$5.00 jars of Ruga Creme at this spe- 
cial offer to introduce. Just pay postman {LAUGH LINE 


$1.69 to cover laboratory expense plus a 
few pennies postage. If after third treat- 
ment you do not notice a decided improve- 
ment, return balance and we will refund 
your money. Don't miss this amazing offer 


TODAY! 

626 S. Paulina St. 
Jean Laboratories ciicaco 


DON’T WEAR 
A TRUSS 


BE COMFORTABLE— 
Wear the Brooks Appliance, Se 
modern scientific invention which 
es rupture sufferers immediate re- 
lef It has no obnoxious springs or 
pads, Automatie Air Oushions bind 
and draw together parts. 
No salves or plasters. Durable. Cheap. 
Sent on trial to prove its wort Be- MR. C. E. BROOKS 
ware of imitations. Look for trade-mark bearing portrait 
and signatere of C. E, Brooks which appears on eve 
Appliance. None other genuine, Full information 
booklet sent free in plain sealed envelope. 


BROOKS APPLIANCE CO., 181-A tate St., Marshall, Mich. 


EXQUISITE COMPACT Reduced 
PICTURE HAND. ‘COLORED 


" aver te phe to of yourself or your | 
! permanently reproduced 


Send snap- 
size, (will be 
ompact has | | 

improvec wader si your | 

} favorite brand). full size mirror, | 

| and velour puff. Complete | | 
with picture, $1.45 Regu- 
lar value $4.00. Send no | 
ones ray man on 


ge. GU ‘AR ANTE ED. 
FREE CATALOG: 

showing latest creations in 
Photo Merallions Photo 
Clocks, Phot yuntain Pens, Mirrors, and Jewel Cases— 
to be had with your favorite picture reproduced; at our 


G ILBERT MFG. 
234 Fifth Ave. 


$10 a Day for You 


ow York, N.Y. 


Many making more while es- 
tablishing a permanent business | 
for themselves. Introduce our | 
big line by giving a Carving Set | 
FREE to each customer ordering | 
our 11 Piece Toilet Goods Assort- | 
ment at $2.25. Ne fancy talk, 
Experience unnecessary. Walter | 


Harris 
Sold 800 in 6 WEEKS 
PROFIT OVER $600 | 


You make big money 


Ws right from the start. What | 
Rend more could you ask while intro-/| 
= 3 ducing a line of Soaps, Toilet Articles, 

Postpaid Food Specialties, Polishes, Remedies, ete., at | 
for $2.00 Attractive Prices 250 Products—All Repeaters 


Deposit 100% Profit. 30 Years on Market. Send for 
Illustrated Circulars, Inside Prices and Unique 

Sales Plans. Act now——TODAY. 

£. M. DAVIS COMPANY, Dept. 7651, CHICAGO, ILL. 


began to climb like colored snakes against 
the skies. Voices whispered. I saw Ser- 
geant Sam get up, and face his platoon. His 
face was set like a stone. A _ lieutenant 
joined him, ordering us to fix bayonets. 
Sam had fixed mine that first terrible morn- 
ing in the gray dawn, a few months back. 
He had tapped my shoulder, and said, “Stick 
by me, Kid, me and Cognac’ll watch out for 
them bayonets.” But, there wasn’t any Sam 
at my side any more. I clicked the bayonet 
on. The lieutenant started to say some- 
thing. 

The boom of a big gun far to the rear 
cut off his words. A shell screamed over- 
head, and landed with a bang up toward 
Saint Mihiel. There was a moment of stark 
silence, and then the gray morning air went 
mad with the roar of artillery barrages that 
launched the famous attack of the First 
American Army. The din of those going 
guns beat down into my soul, and the 
thunder of the big guns behind us, and the 
cataract of machine gun fire ahead, over- 
whelmed me with the desperate desire to 
flee somewhere, even if I ran straight into 
German bayonets. 

On, and on we moved through the shat- 
tered woods with death screaming and 
screeching overhead. Yet, in all that stir- 
ring clamor we could only walk—walk— 
walk. I caught myself yelling time and time 
again. It seemed the only way to keep 
from bursting apart before the real test 
came when we met hand-to-hand resistance. 
I was continually stumbling over things that 
tangled up my feet as if they were fallen 
tree limbs, but they were not tree limbs. 
They were men who writhed and groaned 
in the gloom at my feet, although some of 
them made no sounds or moves. 


HE desire to run came with the rising 
clamor of battle. God! how I wanted 
those barbaric barrages to die down. 
Then, suddenly we began to walk faster, 
and Sam Sanderson was shouting to our 
platoon. His words reached me, only in 
fragments. But, somehow, by his gesturing 
rifle, and the few words that reached me I 
caught his meaning. Something different 
was going to happen when we left the shel- 
ter of the exploding woods. Machine guns 
and Germans were ahead. 
The lieutenant stepped out in front. He 


| gave signals in dumb show, and turning 


his back on us led the way to the edge of 


| the woods. 


I tripped over one poor fellow, and felt 
his hands clutching my legs in his death 
agony. I crawled away, babbling into the 
frenzied bushes. A shadow loomed over 
me. I looked up and saw Sam Sanderson. 
The sight of him restored my sanity. 

Rat-tat-tat-tat—pup-pup-pup-pup, crack- 
led the enemy guns, and then suddenly the 
forest seemed as if it were being sprayed 
by a red wind. I ducked instinctively, and 
crawled forward. Dirt began to fly up in 
my eyes. Then the red wind no longer 
scourged the woods, and the dirt stopped 
popping up in my eyes. I crouched on one 
knee and looked ahead. A giant in olive 
drab was crowding a reeling German with 
a bayonet. Suddenly the bayonet stopped 
flashing in the air. At that moment another 
German arose and levelled his pistol at the 
giant in olive drab. I fired point-blank. 
The German dropped his revolver, and 
crumpled. I shut my eyes at the sight of 


| him falling. 


OPENED them the next second at the 
sound of Big Sam Sanderson’s voice, 


agonized by what must have been some un- 
bearable torture. I looked up just in time 
to see Sam crumpling to the ground, his 
big back bent double, his great arms waving 
wildly in the air. 

It wasn’t bravery that sent me out where 
Sam lay writhing in torment in an uncovered 
place. I was scared to death as I crawled, 
and squirmed into the hissing lead. But, 
there was something stronger than panic 
in my heart then. It was the urge to reach 
Sam Sanderson, and help him in his agony. 

He was moaning and twisting something 
awful when I got to him, his whole middle 
all red and mangled. 


4 O the hell?” he gasped, staring at 
me with glazed eyes. 

“Borden,” I said, seized by the horrible 
fear that Sam was out of his head, and 
would not realize I had come to try and 
get him to shelter. 

“Borden!” His voice gave me the creeps. 
His shoulders and head writhed upward. 
For a fleeting moment his popping eyes 
filled with a light of recognition. “You're 
the damn little skunk that stole my girl. 
Get out. Lemme alone. Oh, God! my 
belly’s fulla fire and knives,” he screamed. 

My arms went around his contorting 
shoulders. I yelled, “Stretcher, stretcher.” 

But there was no answer except the whine 
of bullets and the roar of the barrages. 

“It ain’t no use. I’m done for. I can’t 
stand it. Kill me.” 

All the awful suffering that was Sam’s 
was mine, but I felt the fire and knives 
in my heart, and soul, not in my body. Sam 
was dying, thinking me a skunk. I was 
worse than that. I hated myself so much 
then that only Sam’s moaning kept me 
from standing up in that storm of Death. 

“I’m going to carry you back,” I cried, 
straining to lift him. He seemed to be 
fighting against me, and my strength was 
not enough at first to lift him. But, some- 
how, because he was my buddy, I guess, I 
got him doubled up in my arms, and stag- 
gered off, my back to the enemy. 

“Lemme alone. I’m a goner. Save your- 
self, Kid.” 

Kid! Kid! Kid! The name brought a 
sound bursting through my lips as 
crashed down with him, our arms locked 
around each other. I tried to break his 
hold so I could get up and try again, but 
his dying strength was too great. “Down, 
stay down, Kid.” His voice trailed away, 
and was lost in the clamor for a second, 
then I heard it again. “Them bullets’ll get 
you. Down. You gotta go back to 
Yvonne.” 

“Sam, Sam,” I cried, knowing he was 
dying, “For God’s sake tell me you don’t 
hate me. Tell me——” 

His fingers fluttered over mine, and 
squeezed them in his death agony. “I’m 
sorry I blamed you,” he gasped. “A jane’s 
gotta right to love the feller she wants. 
She fell for you. I’m through. Go back 
to Yvonne. S’long, God—God bless you— 
Kid——” 

Those words, my buddy’s last, proved I 
was what he had called me, the Kid. With 
Sam lying in my arms, and far beyond the 
Death that was flying through the air, I 
broke down and cried like a baby. Not 
only because of the anguish I felt over 
losing him. But, because Big Sam had died 
thinking of me as the Kid, and had given 
me the right to go back to Yvonne knowing 
he understood, and would bless our love 
from the Great Beyond. 


pe you ever reckless just for the fun of it—reckless enough to gamble 
away your last cent? And if you were did you stake your love and your life's 
happiness as I did in the desperate hope of winning back what you lost. Perhaps 
if you did you'll realize when you read my story “I Didn't Mean What He 
Thought I Did” in the April SMart Set just how lucky I was to win in the end. 
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BUNIONS 


Pain Stops Instantly — 
; Hump Vanishes 


‘W, marvelous solvent to treat bunions. 
Stops pain almost instantly — actual reduc- 
’ tion of the enlarged growth starts so fast your 
next pair of shoes can be a size 
smaller — often two sizes smaller. 


G No wonder PEDODYNE, the 


complete Bunion Treatment 


: has caused foot specialists to 
turn their attention from sur- 
= gery to the wonders of chemis- 
S ps that gently but surely dis- 
~> solves the growth. 
t 
Trial FREE 
E The full treatment to dissolve bun- 
1 ion formation and restore normal 
i ease and flexibility of affected joints 
may be yours to try-if you will only 
write a postal card or letter. eet 
be say: “I want to try P YNE!I” 
No obligation. Address — 
KAY LABORATORIES 
186 N. La Salle St. Dept. B-264 Chicago, Ill. 
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7 MONEY BACK WITHOUT QUESTION 
a Write for FREE Catalog and make big CASH Commissions 
selling to your friends. 
© THE RAJAH CO. . 325 Salisbury, N. C. 
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I THIS 
Become a lawyer. \ 
I Legally trained men win high \ 
d positions and pig oe suecess in busi-\ 
ness and public life. Greater op- 
is portunities now than ever before. 
t Earn $5,000 to $10,000 Annually! 
L > guide you step by step. Degree 
LL.B. LaSalle law graduates 
in every state. We furnish 
w Liprar cost. y 
t Valuable, Interesting 96-page Deak 
: free. Send for it N 
o _ LaSalle Extension University, Dept 350-L Chicago 
Ss 
t 
d Earn $50 to $75 a Week 
n while phile yeu learn fn spar. 
5. 
I THICK LIPS REDUCED! 
h (FREE FOLDER TELLS HOW) 
e Thin, adorable lips is beauty’s ery. Clo- 
ree’s lip-reducing creme makes unnat- 
I urally thick protruding lips, thin, shape- 
t ly and be mite hing. No plasters, rollers or 
cutting; a simple, painless, harmless creme. 
4 If you value thin, lovely, alluring ilps, 
start using “Cloree” today and watch | 
results. Particulars free. Send today. 
n MLLE. CLOREE of NEW YORK, 
g 55 W. 42nd St. (Dept A) New York 
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An interesting, illustrated trea- 
tise on the amazing phenomena 
of crystal gazing, together with 
prices of balls and iists of 
books on psychic phenomena, 
will be forwarded to any ad- 


dress for 10c. This charge will 
be refunded on any purchase. 


West Quartz Co., Box 501-D, Rochester, N.Y. 


I Took a 
Chance 


[Continued from page 47] 


ours and to make bad matters worse, think 
of two careers in one family. An opera 
singer and a writer. He wants to sing scales 
and she wants to write a masterpiece. It 
won’t do. A career and a home are a difficult 
tandem for a woman. And a singer is the 
most temperamental of husbands. Everyone 
says so. I believed it two years ago. 

One of my pet essayists once wrote that 
every woman ought to have three husbands: 
a good provider, a good lover, and a handy 
man around the house. Well, to anticipate my 
climax, I have all three of them—in one. 
It is out now. My supposedly “tempera- 
mental” opera singer is a gentle, generous 
giver, a dramatic and imaginative lover and 
a most excellent carpenter and electrician. 
Also he’s a good chauffeur. 


UT I came very, very near not marrying 

him. Only a week before we became en- 
gaged, we parted forever, and a month be- 
fore our marriage I ran away. 


We were looking for our own particular | 


“house of dreams,” our home. A kindly 
superintendent was showing us through a 
small, but charming apartment. Suddenly 
the walls began to close in on me. 

thought of the roomy old house where I 


you could be so blessedly all by yourself 


joining rooms of the little apartment gave 
me a mental cramp and a panic. 


fectly strange man? You don’t know one 
real important thing about this other 
human being and yet you're planning to 
pack yourself into this little cedar chest 


perfectly well that most marriages don't | 
work. You have statistics to prove it. And 
this man is a stranger to you. A 
STRANGER! You know your work and 
you like it, but you don’t know him at all 
and you may not like him when you do. 
Run. Run.” 

And I did. Right out of the apartment, | 


into a car that was standing in front of the 
building. My fiance’s car. There ‘really 
wasn’t anywhere else to go on that clut- 
tered street full of new buildings. This, of 
course, is the only reason why I flung my- 
self into that car. 

My fiance followed. He didn’t say a 
word. He simply threw out the clutch and 
threw in the gear in the way people who 
know how to drive cars do all those re- 
markable things. And off we went. Up 
Riverside Drive. Into a sunset. A lovely 
crimson and fuchsia and lilac colored sunset. 
After a while he found a place where we 


the sky. Then he stopped the car and 
asked me to lift the curtains that were down 
over my eyes and see what the Great 
Painter had done for me. 

Pretty soon I blurted out all my fears 
about strange men and strangling walls. 
Even when I said that I just had to run 
away, he didn’t laugh and ask why I ran 
| and hid so carefully in his car. 
| It is really a very pleasant thing when 
|@ person with a gorgeous sense of humor 
| doesn’t laugh at you for being a little idiot. 
' Of course, it gives a man a delicious sense 
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seemed to be all alone with the Hudson and | 


| was born out in Indiana—the house where | 
when you liked. And the very much ad- | 
“Are you crazy?” part of me asked the | details of peun t 


rest of me. “What makes you think you | 
want to get married and live with a—per- | 


of a place with him. You can’t get away. | 
You may want to get away. You know | 


down four flights of unfinished stairs, | 
through a very plastery lobby and pell-mell | 


Let us tell you how thousands of men and women 
suffering rheumatism, ,Daralysis, neuritis, nerv- 


8! 
sprains, prostate trouble, yo ok ond d man other C9 
ments, even hay fever and as ‘ound 
relief, new health and vitality wit this 
scientific invention. Pains vanish almost instantly. 


“Violetta.’? Daye 


FREE 
For Health--Beauty--Vigor IAL 


Endorsed and used by hospitals, sanitariums and 
physicians. Srey home should have one. Saves hours, 
days, months of suffering. No medicine. 

pleasant treatment. Only the violet ray can penetrate 
to every nerve affected. imple onyene 
ean use VIOLETTA. Don’t sw in an oc 

when you can try VIOLETTA 10 ays FR 


This Book Free 


Tells all about violet rays —how /|/ 
this marvelous discovery by /| 
Nikola Tesla, the electrical wiz- // 
ard, now brings this mysterious 
curative power to all. Contains 
many astounding testimonials 
| from our hundreds of satisfied 
users. Send for all the facts 
and our liberal trial offer. 
Mail the coupon now. 
VI-REX CO 332 
2304 Warren ‘Ay., | Chicago 


Vi-Rex Co., 2304¥ Warren Ave., Dept. 332, Chicago 
Please send Py free boot. on Violet Rays and 
ay free trial offer. 
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Liquid Silmerine 


Makes Hair Beautiful 


Eliminates dandruff, dirt, oiliness. Invigorates 
scalp, helps circulation. This means strong, 
healthy hair; soft, silky, glossy. Keeps hair wary 
for days. Keeps straight hair smooth, sleek, neat, 
orderly; never unruly. Men, women, children use 
it. Any drug store, Parker-Belmont Co., Chicago, mm. 
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FORGOT HER 
STOMACH! 


How foolish to let your stomach 


dictate your diet. It is possible you 
could eat lots of things you now 
deny yourself—have you ever taken 
a Stuart tablet! Harmless, but the 
effect is there—distress from indi- 
gestion often ended in two minutes. 

Do try Stuart's tablets! See how se- 
rene they make the stomach; how even 
one will sweeten the whole system and 
insure the breath, A sweet stomach for 
twenty-five cents. 

Free BOX Now 

Get a pocket metal box of Stuart’s tab- 
lets for a quarter—keep it filled from the 
big 60c size. Sold in every drugstore, or 
full box free; write F. A. Stuart Co., 
Dep't. 625, Marshall, Mich. 


STUART'S 


DYSPEPSIA TABLETS 


Fred Frankel, Ill., writes; “/ earned 
$110 first week selling Carlton Shtrts 
firect toconsumer.”” You pam tec. No 
apital or experience required, We 28 | 
be rf cent. cash commissions daily and big 
ra bonuses 
wri ITE FOR FREE SAMPLES 
CARLTON MILLA, Inec., Shirt Mfrs. 
114 Fifth Ave., Dept ‘0s E New York 


reason. 


Hotel 
QO0 Positions Open! 


OT E 1 S, restaurants, clubs, apartments, hospitals, 
H r yns, schools and colleges everywhere need 
traine« men. Over 70,000 high-class positi »ns 
paying $2, MM) t pees ge year open annually in the hotels 
of the United Sta Nearly a billion dollars’ worth of 
NEW HOT! LS AND ¢ LUBS being built this year will | 
need almost 200,000 trained men and women Hotels | 
start yo st salaries up to $3,500 a year, with living 
usually ine luded. At any time there are over 1,000 hotel 


positions open 
Previous Experience Unnecessary } 


| of power when he discovers that a theoreti- 

cally clever woman is a “little idiot.” So 
you see we both had a rather agreeable time 
out there on Riverside in the sunset. 

I am intensely grateful that we did marry. 
But I am still more grateful that I didn’t 
marry one of the five fiances who preceded 
the One Who Turned into a Husband. 

Yes, there were five near-husbands. I am 
glad that they are only casual memories now 
—and not ghosts. But as I look back upon 
them with gratitude for their exits, I can 
only feel that they were more or less edu- 
cational and that they were inevitable. They 
taught me to appreciate the Right Prince 
when he came along—and maybe their pro- 
cessional kept me moving in his direction. 

I suppose they had to be, for—I might as 
well confess it: I have always wanted to 
marry. 

The first of my series of fiamces was a 
man of the world, twenty-seven, soft voiced, 
emotionally deft and perfectly eligible. I 
might never have discovered that he was a 
mere symbol of the man I fancied him if 
his family had not planned a brilliant mar- 
riage for him. He dared not defy them 
openly, nor show too great an indifference 
to the millions they wanted to annex, so 
Mister First shed a few tears and urged his 
dowerless bride to elope with him. I found 
that I had a vast amount of pride and 
neither jot of coniidence nor tittle of faith 
in my spineless wooer. So I declined to 
enter his family mansion by the back door 
of an elopement and the front pages of our 
local papers. 

After my exit from that situation there 
was a year of bitterness, resentment, loneli- 
ness—and growth. I discovered then that 
love without tenderness, protection, courage 
or firmness of purpose had no charm for 
me. Nevertheless within three years I was 
again on the verge of matrimony. 

This time I wasn’t about to achieve it. 
It was being thrust on me by a man who 
was convinced that the way to win a girl 
was to appeal to everything except her 

Fortunately that faculty asserted it- 
self in time to save me from letting a man 
marry me because I thrilled him. 


HE third approach to matrimony was 
in company with a young psychiatrist 
whose interest was most psychological just 
when I fancied it a bit over-physiological. I 
thought I was engaged to a fiery and roman- 
tic lover. He thought me a finely tuned in- 
strument well worth learning to play even at 
the cost of marriage. After I escaped his 
magnifying glass, I came near marrying a 
man because he was sure he couldn’t live 
without me. Fortunately he didn’t see how 
he could live with my career. And I had a 
definite sense of loyalty to the muse who 
likes to use me as her medium now and then 
It was easy to help my correspondents in 
terms of the pseudo heart-breaks I was sur- 
viving. I felt I could speak with authority 
when declaring that love without strength 
or courage or stability or tenderness was 
highly undependable. I knew that passion, 
mental curiosity or a crushing sense of pos- 
session might lead to matrimony but never 
to marriage. 


But I still wanted to marry. I continued 


| to believe in the complefion which means 


marriage in spite of all the examples I had 


| seen of that unhappy repletion which spells 


You can have one of these fascinating, big-pay positions, 
The Lewis Schools guarantee to give you the valuable 
knowledge that it has taken some of the most successful 
hotel me ears to obtain Age is no obstacle— young and 
old alike have equal chance for success Past experience 
absolutely unnecessary. A common school education is | 
all you need 

We train you In your spare time with the Lewis Sim- 


plifed Study Plan and put you in touch with big oppor- 
tunities All of your training under the personal super- 

f fford Lewis, Managing Consultant for over 
nout the United States. Our students em- 


ployed t le adir he everywhere 
* Send today for Free Book, “‘ Your Big Opportunity,”’ 
showing how we can train you for one of these splendid 


positions, and explaining our Money-Back Agreement 
LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS 
Clifford Lewis, Pres. 
Room AD-Z176 Washington, D. C. 
Charter Member of National Home Study Council 


matrimony. 

My last escape from inharmony is the 
miracle of miracles. I came within a 
bare ten days of a matrimonial venture 
which would have linked my life with 
that of the strong, sturdy and com- 
pletely practical “one hundred percent 
American” I had always visualized as the 
ideal mate for a woman like me. But in- 
harmony was constantly stalking us because 
I could not subscribe to his religious ortho- 
| doxy and he could not find God in a sunset 
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as well as within four walls. Mentally we 
were further apart than the Baltic is from 
the Maumee. Spiritually we were alien. 
So—just in the nick of time—we escaped 
from each other because we discovered that 
it is a hopeless task to spend your hours 
translating yourself to some one who finds 
your normal speech full of jarring notes. 

Now I am married to a man whose lan- 
guage is song, whose background is Slavic, 
whose education is Continental, whose art 
is interpretive, who gave up his country, 
his people, a seat on the “Bourse” and the 
comforts of a rich and cultured home to 
go out and fight for the music which seemed 
child’s-play to a family whose traditions 
destined the only son of the house to be a 
director of the stock exchange. To stress 
the fact that I stood at the other end of 
life’s diameter, remember that my husband 
has exquisite command of half a dozen lan- 
guages of which I don’t understand as many 
phrases, and only six years’ worth of the 
English whose permutations and combina- 
tions are music to my ear. Wagner and 
Rimsky-Korsakoff and Debussy are open 
books to him. I introduced him to O. 
Henry. 


FEW days ago I recognized a phrase 

from Tristan and Isolde in a popular 
song. Recently I heard a hitherto strange 
overture and asked casually and suddenly: 
“Is that by the man who wrote Coque 
D’or?” It was . . . My husband was almost 
as proud and thrilled as I was. 

A story I wrote a few months ago has 
been achieving a pleasant success. It is in 
a field hitherto unknown and untried. My 
editor and advisory board was friend hus- 
band—whose English vocabulary in 1920 
consisted of “alright,” and “pencil.” 

Yet if another couple with half a world 
of geography and a whole world of educa- 
tion and taste between them were to come 
and ask my advice now—when I’m not a 
professional adviser any more—I’m not sure 
that I’d say, “Bless you my children.” . . . 
I’m not very free with advice any more. 
There are so many exceptions to all rules. 

When a man and a woman come from 
the same town and the same street, they 
may differ over the way to handle forks 
and bank accounts and leisure hours. Bar- 
riers of taste and spirit and ideals haven't a 
thing to do with national boundaries. But 
they exist. Undoubtedly marrying a man 
who doesn’t know your language and who 
doesn’t understand your customs is bound 
to invite certain—and uncertain—problems. 
These problems may be stimulants or irri- 
tants. We happen to find our mutual ad- 
justments almost as dramatic as the enter- 
tainment we have to pay for when we sit 
in front of the footlights instead of staging 
the act. 


AM beginning to think the most im- 

portant thing in marriage is to like the 
person you love. When the individual who 
acts as your heart-beat-accelerator interests 
you, appeals to you, meets with your ap- 
proval, and never makes you ashamed, 
you're really heading for bliss. 

Adjusting the tastes and tasks of the 
musician to those of the writer isn’t always 
easy, but it is generally exciting. There is 
real adventure in adapting the gay trou- 
badour to the earnest plodder, the boy to 
the eternal mother, the Cosmopolitan to the 
Hoosier, the expert mechanician to the 
woman who can’t put a new ribbon in her 
typewriter without a struggle and inky fin- 
gers, the realist to the woman who goes 
right on believing in Santa Claus. Both of 
us hate to be bored. We might sometimes 
be slightly bored if we weren’t so different. 

Each of us believes that life is a fifty-fifty 
proposition. We are not spoiled children; 
life has disciplined us too well for that. So 
we divide our possessions as neatly as did 
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How To Work Wonders With Your 


SUBCONSCIOUS 
MIND 


Give me just 60 minutes and I'll 
unlock the floodgates of that vast 
reservoir of mental power — 
your Subconscious Mind. 

the immediate effect on 
 ngmaead social and everyday | 


By DAVID V. BUSH 

VAST reservoir 

mental energy! 
huge storehouse of brain 
power! That's the Sub- 
conscious mind. You've got it. Your friends 
have it. Everyone hasit. But not one in a thousand 

knows how to use it. 

In 6 minutes I can show you exactly how to awaken 
your subconscious mind—how to harness it—how to make 
it work for you — how to make it solve problems — how to make 
it remember things — how to use its vast creative powers to boost 
your success and double your money-making ability 

In my book, “Functions of the Subconscious Mind,” I tell just 
what the Subconscious Mind is-—just how to reach it—just how to 
control it—just how to get the most out of it. It's simple as A. B.C. 


ONLY 50 CENTS 


Write today for this amazing book of more than 100 pages, 
“Functions of the Subconscious Mind.” Send only 50 cents in full 
payment. If you are not delighted, return the book within 5 days 
and your money will be instantly refunded. 


DAVID V. BUSH, Publisher 
225 N. Michigan Blvd., Dept. T-1193, Chicago, Ill. 


CAMERA FREE 


Your Choice—$100 Professional 
MOTION PICTURE Camera or 
Professional View Camera. 

Be a Motion Picture Camerman, 
Portrait, News or Commercial Pho- 
tographer. Big money in all branches 
Hundreds of positions now open pay 
$75 to $250 a week or go into bus- 
iness for yourself. Easy, fascinating | 
wor 
BIG MONEY IN PHOTOGRAPHY 

Learn at home in spare time or in 
our great New York studios. Earn 
while learning 

rite for Free Book 
w, illustrated book on 


Send name and address for ne 

professional photography. Tells how you 

ean qualify quickly for high-salaried po- § 

sition; how to start your own business; 

how to earn money in spare time. 

New York Institute of Photography 77 
10 West 33rd Street, New York, N. 
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Play this ~ ~ 
UKULELE! 


Beautiful professional in- 
strument, very finely made, 
Not a toy. Worth $6.00, 
FREE: Instant Lesson 
and Song Book sent with 
ukulele. Pay postman 

.98 plus postage. 


very 

simplest 

instrument 

in the world 

to play. No les 
are necessay 

--strum all the latest | $2 


24 East 21st St. 
New York 


Quick, safe relieffrom Bunion 


pain. Prevent shoe pressure, 
At all drug and shoe stores—35c 


Df Scholl's 
ino-pads 


Put one on—the 
pain is gone! 


BE AMAGICIAN! 


Gaze inte your mysterious CRYSTALBALL. 
Tell your friends all the intimate things 
about them that you ‘‘see"’ there. You will 
thrill them. A wonderful game. FREE book 
on Crystal Gazing given with 

for an oriental CRYSTAL BALL Send 
money or pay postman. (Ball in 2 sizes: 
$2.25 and $3.25.) Give birth date with your 
order and get a FREE horoscope. 


NOW. 
CRYSTAL BALL CO. 
901 Broadway, Dept. 464, N. Y. C. 


each order | 


| Jack Sprat and his wife—and we adjust; 

| our desires so life will offer equal portions 
of “lean” and “fat.” My Mr. Gray Eyes 
is teaching himself to like restaurants and | 
| dancing . . remember that he lived | 
fifteen years of his life in hotels and that | 
he sees ‘dancing all around him all the time | 
as part of the Opera. 

Perhaps each of us is a wee bit jealous. | 
~ | That's a reflex, not the result of sober re- 
| flection. Once when I watched a rehearsal 
| kiss in which my husband’s partner was 
very attractive girl, I bit my lips as he 
touched hers. He saw it and he told me 


soberly and gently: 


“T’'ve been singing for fifteen years. And 
I've kissed a lot of women and held a lot 
of others in my arms and I’ve been sur- 
rounded by beauties and celebrities all the 
time. But I never made love to them off- 
stage. They were part of the stage setting | 
—" married you because I love you. | 
I’m not blind to the beauty of blue eyes | 
because I love your big brown eyes. I ad- | 
mire a glorious sunset. I admire a gorgeous | 
woman. But they’re both scenery. You| 
are——” 

Never mind what he said I was. You 
wouldn’t think so anyway. You are not in 
love with me! When Mr. Gray Eyes is| 
inclined to wonder at the personal interest | 
some charming editor shows in me when | 
we meet at a dinner, I adapt his own words | 
and tell him that delightful writing-men 
are just mental stimulants to me. “I didn’t 
marry one of them, did I?” 

He grins. We both grin. We know it is | 
true. He had fifteen years of lonely bach- | 
elorhood in which to marry a lovely prima | 
donna. And he didn’t. I had five fiances 
| in a decade—and waited for him. So it 
| would be silly to be jealous. 

Neither of us has a possessive attitude. 
We leave each other free to be individuals. 

We may be one in love and one in spirit, 
but we are still two separate entities—a 
man and a woman, a Russian and an Amer- 
ican, a musician and a writer. And even 
our muses have become congenial. 

We find that married people can be 
friends. And everybody needs a friend! 
Sometimes friendship and reason and under- 
standing are put to quite a strain, there’s no 
doubt of that. But if you like the person 
you love, you trust him; and if you trust 
him you generally find out that when he 
was so absent-minded he didn’t answer your 
eager question it was because he was think- 
ing he must get you a new shade for your 
reading lamp. 

We had our first wedding anniversary in 
1925. And within a month of that romantic 
and beautiful date, Friend Husband became 
an American Citizen. Oh yes, it was fine 
that he wanted to be one of us. But there 
is more to it than that! 

As the anniversary approached, I began 
| to discuss a big reception. And he negatived 
| it with a quiet: 

“We'll have plenty of other anniversaries 
But I'll only become an American 

| Citizen once. That’s the day to celebrate.” 
| Of course I was hurt for a minute. 
| Frightfully hurt too. My first wedding an- 
| niversary—sold for a naturalization paper 
And then I was ashamed and humble 

and glad and proud. Very proud. 
got a new sense of the glory of my heritage 
| of Americanism. And I realized the deep 
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sense of patriotism my husband feels for the 
| country into which I happened to be born, 
a, which he chose for his own—his native 


+ go right on glowing whenever I think 
of it. And he tells it proudly to show that 
| women are not petty at all, and that I was 
magnificent. “Think how beautifully she ac- 
| cepted my ignoring our first wedding an- 
niversary,” he says. 

Perhaps I didn’t marry “in spite of all I 
knew about it.’ I sometimes feel that 


| 


I married because ‘of all I knew about it! 
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| Drafting is the =o field, men! Every induowry you 


can name BEGINS with the draftsman. Without 
mechanical drawings—by the thousands—every shop 
in the land would be STOPPED. ['ll teach you draft- 
ing by mail, in record time! 
$10. A YEAR isn’t extraordinary pay for a 
’ finished draftsman. Nor $3,500 to $5,000 
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can see the opportunity and clip this coupon for my 
new, beautiful, illustrated book. 
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1951 Lawrence Avenue, Chicago Div. 


Send me FREE and POSTPAID, in time for 
FREE TOOL OFFER, your new k, Suc- 
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“we supply everything, and teach you how to make good. 

Even spare time will pay you "5 00 an hour and more. 
FREE OUTFIT with Actual Shoes 
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shoes newest 
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Falling in Love With 


Because I Love You You 
Just a Bird’s-Eye I’mOnMyWayHome 
View of Kentucky How I Love You 
There’s a Little Half a Moon 
White Houseon MeToo(HoHo! HaHad 
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Thinking of You 
Here they are! The 16 song and dance successes of the 
hour! All New York is humming, whistling and danc- 
ing to these piecee. We offer you—all 16 of them—for 
only $2.98 0n erght 10-inch, double-faced electrically 
recorded recorc's. Play them on any phonograph.Each 
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Send NoMoney! 
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Can be worn at night 
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I filled the teakettle and put it on the 
coals. I pulled a low table in front of the 
fire, got out the cups, lots of milk and cream, 
some bread and butter, some cheese and a 
pot of jam. I made the tea, turned off 
the bright light over my typewriter, and 
turned on the chintz shaded lamp on the 
table. The room, lighted only by the 

| lamp and the fire, was suddenly intimate. 

I sat down in the other low chair, poured 
the tea and handed him bread and butter. 
I tried to appear jolly and friendly but I 
was miserable. After all, I had only been 
trying to help him and he was defiant and 
cross with me. 

“You are very expert,” he said. 

“Ves,” I said. “I have to be. I love 
tea and I don’t have time to make much 
of a fuss over it. I am so busy I have to 
get the housekeeping part of my job over 
with as quickly as possible.” 

He didn’t answer, but just sat there 
| gazing into the fire and sipping his tea 
very slowly. He didn’t seem very hungry. 
I began to feel foolish. Perhaps I had been 
mistaken about his predicament. I leaned 
forward and said: 

“Won’t you forgive me for being so of- 
ficious ?” 

“You weren't officious,” he said. 

“Ves,” I said. “I was. I sometimes am, 
but most men are so helpless,” I added. 

“You speak as if you were in the habit 
of rescuing young men who can’t cash 
checks.” 

“I’m not precisely in the habit of it,” I 
said, “but, of course, I’ve done it before— 
a number of times. Why shouldn't I?” I 
looked at him quickly. “I know it’s none 
of my business—but—what are you going 
to do with your three hundred dollars?” 

“IT haven't the slightest objection to telling 
you,” he said. “I’m going to buy security 
with it. I’m going to spend it all for rent 
and food.” 

“Oh,” I said, “I was afraid that was 
what you would do.” 


” ON’T you think that is what I ought 
to do?” 

“Of course, you must pay your rent,” I 
said. “But aside from keeping out enough 
for meals for a week, I think you ought 
to spend the rest on clothes.” 

“That is absurd,” he said sharply. 

“You'll feel quite differently about it 
when you have them,” I assured him. “And 
when you have them, I am sure I can land 
a job for you.” 

“Thanks, but I don’t need either your 
help or your advice,” he said furiously. 
“When I need a job, I intend to land it 
myself. Good night and thank you for 
the charming tea.” He strode to the door 
and went out. 

I thought of Arthur the next morning 


the instant I was awake. I had already 
begun calling him Arthur to myself. I lay 
in bed remembering how angry he had 


been with me, how furious he had looked 
when he left, and how utterly helpless he 
had looked resting in the chair before my 


fire. He was very handsome when he was 
furious. I wouldn't have minded if he 
had been furious with some one else. I 


would have enjoyed watching him. I won- 
dered if he knew enough to keep his fire 
going over night and how to prepare him- 
self a proper breakfast. I dreaded making 
any overture when he had left in such a 
rage but I decided to do it anyway. That 


night I took my courage in my hands and 
knocked at his door. 

“Come in!” he called. 

I opened the door and walked in on a 
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scene of the most utter desolation. 

The large room with its high ceiling, its 
elaborate mouldings, its long windows, its 
patterned floor in oak bordered with wal- 
nut had the elegance of an older day. It 
was comfortably furnished, but there was 
a film of dust over everything. And it was 
cold, oh, unbelievably cold! The fire was 
out, and Arthur was sitting huddled in his 
overcoat before the empty grate with his 
wet feet stuck out in front of him as if 
he expected them to dry merely by being 
stood on end. He jumped up immediately. 
“How do you do?” he said crossly. 

I stood with my hand on the doorknob, 
ready to retreat if he got any crosser. 

“Look here,” I said, “won’t you even let 
me teach you how to live?” 


“PISHAT’S commonly supposed to take a 
lifetime,” he answered. 

“Oh,” I said, “I mean quite ordinary 
practical things—how to live in an old- 
fashioned New York house like this one. 
For instance, have you ever had a fire in 
that grate?” 

“No,” he admitted. 
worked.” 

“Will you let me show you how to run 
it?” I said. 

“IT suppose I'll have to,” he said un- 
graciously. 

“Then,” I cried, “shall we get it started 
and have dinner here tonight? I'll show 
you how to do that, too.” 

We walked over to Third Avenue to 
Joe’s basement coal-shop and ordered coal 
and charcoal. We bought a tin teakettle, a 
saucepan, a broiler and food. When we 
got back to Arthur’s room, I showed him 
how to kindle the fire and then I made 
him lie in the Morris chair while I got 
everything going. You can make a home 
of a room like that in an hour if you know 
how. Fire and food are the most important 
things and after that, companionship. We 
lingered an hour over our coffee after dinner 
and then I got up to go. 

“Bank your fire before you go to bed,” 
I said. “In the morning poke out some of 
the ashes, put on the blower, and you'll be 
warm in no time. There are two eggs for 
your breakfast and you can toast your rolls 
on the broiler. Now I must go.” We 
shook hands, and for the first time he 
smiled at me with real friendliness. 

“Good night and thanks,” he said. 
taught me a lot.” 

The next night Arthur presented himself 
at my door with a flourish. He was dressed 
in new clothes from top to toe. He was 
even carrying a stick. He had taken my 
advice! 

I looked him up and down. 
said slowly. “Quite perfect.” 


“I didn’t know it 


“You've 


“Perfect,” I 


“T* GLAD you are satisfied,” he said ab- 
ruptly. 

“IT was so afraid vou wouldn’t do it,” I 
said. “Sit down and let’s talk. I want you 
to let me help you find a job. What can 
you do?” 

“I can write advertising copy,” he said 
sulkily. 

“How do you know that you can?” 

“Because I’ve done it,” he said. 

“Have you got any of your stuff with 
you?” I asked. 

He got up and went out. 
he came back with a portfolio. 
through it rapidly. 

“Yes,” I said, “it looks as if you can. 
Where did you do these things?” 

“Out in Seattle. I was a success out there 
in a small way. Then I came east, to New 


In a moment 
I went 
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Dis rict 
Salesmen 


Responsible man, 30 years old or over, 
and permanent resident in community, can 
make $30.00 a day and up as District 
Salesman, taking orders for our finest, 
tailored-to-order clothes at sensational 
new low price. No investment necessary. 
We supply everything, give exclusive ter- 
ritory to producers, pay highest cash com- 
mission daily and big monthly bonus be. 
sides, Write at once to Dept. 797 


GOODWEAR Inc. 
(844 West Adams Street HICAGO 
Revive tired tissues with invigorating 
Liquid Zemo. Invisible on skin; may be 
applied freely in daylight. Keep your skin 


feeling fresh, looking fresh at all hours. 
60c and $1.00. All druggists. 


zemo 


_FOR_ SKIN IRRITATIONS 


GET RID FAT 


OF YOUR 
Free Trial Treatment 


sent on request. Ask for my “pay-when- 
reduced” offer. I have successfully reduced 
thousands of persons. without starvation diet 
or burdensome exercise, often at a rapidrate 
Let me send you proof at my expense. 
DR. R. NEWMAN, Licensed Physician 
State of N.Y. 286 Filth Av., N.Y. Desk™M 
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STATIONERS. DEPT. 500 Fifth Ave., N. Y. C. 


Be one of the lucky thousands 
to wear the marvelously 
Sun Stone, symbo 


For men and women. 
Money-Back Guarantee. “Lucky Gems"”—how 
wear them cont PREE. Sead Ne lene y Py, Delivers 
MAGNUS WORKS. Box 


MUDDY. OILY SKIN 


quickly improved and usually 
cleared entirely if properly treated with 


‘Most Important \ 
Dhing in the Warldl 


is a sanitary and healthy body, keep 

your clothing free from porepivation 
stains and save yourself embarrass- 
ment by destroying all body odors with 


CHARM DEODORANT 


Odorless Antiseptic Toilet Powder 
Destroys Perspiration Odors 

CHARM the superior antiseptic odor- 

less toilet powder contains no talcum, 

and is very beneficial to comfort 

when dusted on sanitary napkins, 

underwear, dress shields, ete. An 

indispensable toilet requisite. 

CHARM DEODORANT is also refresh- 

ing after the bath and gives instant 

relief to tired, swollen and aching feet 

Price 50¢ at good Drug and Dept. 

Stores, or sent direct. 
NEW YORK SHIELD Co. 

53 West 16th St. New York 


haven’t been able to land one. I was up 
against it until I got that check—down to 
my last dime and niy last two cigarettes. 
The check was for a booklet on the Rockies, 
the last thing I did before I came east. 

was afraid it wasn’t going to be accepted.” 

“IT know quite a lot about advertising,” 
|I said. “My boss is head of Shotwell and 
|Orme. I’m Mr. Orme’s private secretary. 
I happen to know that Parker and Parker 
have an opening. Dash over there in the 
morning and show them your stuff, and I 
think you will land the job. In fact, I 
know you will. 
to find someone for them. They asked him | 
to help them out. If I tell Mr. Orme you’re | 
O. K. it is as good as settled. He'll tell 
Mr. Parker you're the man they’re looking 
for. They'll probably give you a hundred 
to start with.” 

“A hundred a month!” 

“Heavens, no! A hundred a week. It is 
a real job,” I said. 

“You mean they'll give me a hundred a 
week just because you tell them I’m worth 
it?” he said. 

“They will do it because I will tell Mr. 
Orme about you and he will tell them,” I 
said patiently. 

“I feel like a fool,” Arthur said. 


“BECAUSE you have had a piece of 
luck?” I said. 

“But it isn’t luck,” he said. “I have 
been trying to get a job in New York for 
more than three months and I’ve hardly 
got past an office boy. It is you. You 
have done the whole thing and made me 
look helpless and ridiculous. I suppose I 
| ought to be grateful to you and I am in 
a way, but it makes me furious, too. I 
don’t know that I'll go around to Parker 
and Parker at all.” 

“You don’t have to be grateful,” I said. 
“But don’t be such an idiot as to turn 
down the chance. It’s better than starving, 
isn’t it?” 

“Oh, I suppose so,” he said. “But no one 
wants to be handed everything by a 
woman.” 

“Let me know how you come out,” I said 
ignoring his last remark. “And good night 
and good luck.” 

“Good night,” he said and left abruptly. 

I had hoped that he would take me out 
| to dinner to celebrate his new clothes but 
I realized that he was too angry to ask me. 
Then I noticed that he had forgotten his 
es | hat and stick. I reflected that he could 
hardly go without them. I wondered what 
he would do. I decided he would ask me 
to go to dinner with him, that he wouldn’t 
have the heart to come back, get his hat 
and stick, and go out alone. With this in 
mind I began dressing with special care. I 
was ready to slip my most becoming frock 
over my head when his knock came at the 
door. 

“Just a minute,” I called. I took the hat 
and stick, opened the door a crack, and 
thrust them through the opening. “Here 
you are,” I said cheerfully. 

“Thanks awfully,” he said, and that was 
all. I heard him running down the stairs. 

I was too disappointed to go out alone. 
I made myself some tea and went forlornly 
to bed. I wondered where he would go 
| for dinner. I knew he didn’t know his way 
/around New York. I pictured him taking 
a taxi and asking the driver to recommend 
some expensive and popular place. I won- 
dered if he’d really enjoy it. My only con- 
solation, as I drifted off to sleep, was that 
there was no other girl in New York he 
could dine with. I was sure he didn’t 
know anyone else. 

The next night when I got home there 
| was a great bunch of flowers and a box 


York, I thought I had enough money to} 
see me through until I got a job, but I| 


Mr. Orme is very anxious | 


‘of candy outside my door with a curt little 
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O WONDERFUL DRESSE 
FOR THE ae OF ONE. 
t 


ndreds of 

other bargains, ORDER TODAY 

while supply lasts. Washable 
Linene Dress is attractively de- 
signed with tuxedo 


Reatly trimmed with buttons, 
ets and pleats as shown. 
cy red Voile Dress is 

made in a slenderizing offe ct having four rows of bias 

Handsomely finished with long 

A marvelous bargain. ORDER TODAY— 

ina tes, EXTRA CHARGE FOR STOUTS. 

SEND NO MONEY = J send letter NOW. When 

dresses are delivered pay mail- 

only $1.98 and few cents delivery if not 
fied isn't 
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ORDER TODAY-TOUR DAESUES ARE READE ¥O 


“Since then I’ve been earn- 
ing overt $100 every week 
selling the Stay-Prest Trou- 
ser Presser’’—says S. L. Pat- 
terson of Iowa. Jack Ames 
made $24.00 in four hours, 
Randle sold twenty-five the 
first day. Mary Roberts 
cleared $10.00 in one eve- 
ning. You too can make big 
money by selling this 


ful. 
INVENTION 


Stay Prest 


Trouser Presser 


Keeps pants always pressed. 
Puts in knife edge crease, 
temoves baggy knees and 
emooths out entire surface. 
Easy to use—takes only a 
few seconds. No steam or heat. Saves nap of cloth. Length- 
ens life oftrousers, Durably made of hardwood — lasts years. 
Finished in black leatherette, All metai parts beavily 
nickeled. Looks rich. Fits any size trousers. Folds to 15 
inch package to fit small handbag. Over 250,000in use. 


Profits in Advance 


Your profits in advance. Simply write orders. We ship and 
collect. Stay-Prest sells quickly—average sale made in 8 
minutes, 40% profit. Newest thing out. Big repeater. 


FREE — %ManorWoman 


Special offer enables you to obtain Selling Outfit absolutely 
free—everything you need to take orders. We guarantee 
you will a sales. Write for plan and exclusive territory. 
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will make this 
contract with you: 


When you enroll for our home-training in Draft- 

ing, we agree to give you: 

1. Complete Draiting training, by the new Prac- 
tice- Method. 

2. Professional Drafting Outfit, as illustrated. 

3. We will help you get a good Drafting position 
at a substantial increase in pay. 

4. Or we'll refund every cent of your money. 


The American School, a million dollar No- 
Profit Educational Institution now offers 
men a double service—training for a spe- 
cific job, then finding the job. For one 
small price, on terms of only $5 a month, 
you are now assured of definite benefits, 
both in position and salary. 


. Coupon brings complete 
details this 
sensational offer! 


Job Service 
Free to Students 


and Graduates: Pt. AMERICAN 


CHOOL now oflers 


ment which keeps in tou h with the er nplos 
ers of Draftsmen all over the United States 
We have placed hundreds of men in good 
Drafting positions. We h.ve made this train- 
ing so complete, so practical, so easy to mas- 
ter, that our students are bound to make 


students. 


good. And, so, because the demand for real Draftsmen continues to ex- @ 


to prove youcan learnat inspare time! 


We have invented a new, simplified way to teach Drafting—the first real i improvement 


Professional 
Outfit Given 


Fine, imported in- 
struments help you 
learn Drafting easily 
its students and graduates, without cost, the] and qui kly, These 


services of an eficient Employment Depart- standard quality, full 
size instruments 


tr 
given without ex- 
tra charge to 


in Drafting home-instruction in history. 
We want you to see it, try it—without one 
penny of cost or obligation. We want to 
show you how we get away from the copy- 
ing methods used in the past. See how we 
make you think, solve problems, do actual 
drafting room jobs from the first lesson! 


Draftsmen WANTED! 


70,000 fine jobs advertised this year, many 
at $60 to $125 a week. Get ready to fill 
one, Get out of the rut. Make something 
of yourself. Plan your future in Drafting. 
Even if you have on!y common schooling, 
even if you know nothing of Drafting, we 
guarantee to make you a real Draftsman 
or to refund your money! Special surprise 
offer right now to the first 500 men who 
answer this ad—reduced price, easy terms, 
Coupon brings complete information. 


A new, rapid, simplified way 
This new “Job-Method” gives you actual 
drafting-room jobs in a new one-step-at-a- 
time way. With pictures which you can un- 
derstand almost without reading the “les- 
sons.” And that is why American School- 
trained Draftsmen can qualify for a good 
job at big pay when they graduate. 


HIGHWAYS TO SUCCESS! 


The big money in Drafting goes to men who specialize 

in Machine Design, or Electrical Drafting, or Architec- 

tural Drafting, or Structural, or Automotive. It isn’t 

enough merely to know general Drafting practice. You 

must know how to calculate and design and plan original work. 

You need many Engineering subjects to fill the kind of a Drafting 

position that pays $60 to 

$125 a week. The Amer- 

ican School now in- 

cludes this special- Brings 3 Lessons Free 
ized training in its 

Drafting course. 


COUPON 


Get them. Test your own ability 
to learn Drafting and get ready 
for a fine job and big pay. Cou- 
pon also brings surprise offer, and 
complete information about your 
opportunities for success in Draft- 
ing. MAIL IT TODAY! 

om 
Chief Drafting Engineer 
AMERICAN SCHOOL 

Dept. D-3251 

Drexel Ave. & 68th St., Chicago 
Rush 3 Free Drafting Lessons, 
surprise offer, complete in- 
formation, money-bac 
guarantee, etc., to prove 
can become a real Draftsman at 
home in spare time. 


ceed the supply and because this training actually prepares men for good 


Drafting positions, we back it with a Free Employment Service, free to 


employcrs, students, graduates. 


Chief Drafting Engineer 


144 


Name... 


Street 


State... 


|note of thanks. Arthur had landed the 
job! I already knew that he had, and again 
I hoped he would want to celebrate by 
taking me somewhere. Again I was mis- 
taken; I didn’t even see him. 

A bad coid kept me at home for several 
days. Lying miserably in bed I decided 
on a test. I wouldn't pay my rent. “He 
will see the envelope under my door,” I 
thought, “and if he is human he will offer 
to help me. That is, he will see the en- 
velope if he is interested enough to look at 
my door in passing.” 

It was the fiiteenth of the month. My 
rent hadn't been paid. On the tenth there 
had been an envelope under my door. 
Arthur had ignored it. There was another 
one that day. I could see the corner of it 
from where I sat huddled in a steamer rug 
in front of my empty grate. 

I think I dozed, but suddenly I was wide 
awake. I heard Arthur’s step on the stairs. 
He was coming up two steps at a time. So 
fast that he'll never notice what’s under my 
door, I thought. My heart sank and tears 
| came into my eyes. Then some one knocked. 
I huddled myself into my rug and didn’t 
make a sound. I watched the door, holding 
my breath. I saw the envelope disappear. 
There was a pause and then the handle of 
the door turned and the door swung open. 
Arthur stood in the doorway. He looked 
at the room, looked at me, and turned 
away abruptly, closing the door behind him. 
At this I began to cry in real earnest. In 
less than five minutes he was back. He 
stalked into the room, a bag of coal over 
his shoulder. He put it down and began 
| swiftly kindling a fire. When he had a gor- 
| geous blaze going, he turned and left again. 
He came back after half an hour with his 
arms full of bundles. He took them into 
the kitchenette. He came back with a glass 
of hot milk, knelt beside my chair and 
held it to my lips. 

“Drink it all,” he said firmly. I obediently 
drank it. 
| “Now,” he said, “smile at me.” 
aged a little smile. 

“Look here, Ann,” he said, and it was 
the first time he had ever called me Ann. 
“Are you broke?” 

“No,” I said defiantly. 

“Why didn’t you have any fire?” he 
asked. 

“Because it’s too warm,” I lied, Arthur 
snorted. 

“Have you had any lunch?” 

“Ves,” I lied 

“Ann,” he said, “you aren’t telling the 
truth.” 

“I know I'm not,” I said and began to 
lery again. Arthur picked me up 
{down in the big chair. I stiffened 
him but instead I buried my fac. o 
shoulder. 

“Now tell me all about it,” he 
| derly. 

“I thought you hated me,” I bega: 

“I did hate you,” he said, “but | dont 
any more. Not if you need me.” 

“IT do need you,” I cried. “I'v 
you for weeks.” 

“Honey,” he said. “I’ve been a 
|brute. I’ve hated you for being 
and competent and adequate. I fe! 
| competent. And I couldn't bear 
| you help me. But I was a fool. lve bee 
terribly lonely. I've wanted to take you 
out to dinner, to dance and all that and I 
couldn’t bear to because you knew so much 
more about that sort of thing than I do. 
And to think that all the while you’ve been 
needing me! Can you ever forgive me?” 

“Tl try,” I said. 

“And will you let me take care of you 
always?” 

| He bent and kissed me and I have never 
| tried to be independent since. 
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NOW 


Absolutely 


Get the PROOF 


That You Can Earn Up to 


$150 A WEEK 


Clip coupon now! I'll send you absolutely FREE OF 
CHARGE—-with positively no obligation on your part 
—3 “JOB-WAY” Auto Lessons and Job Tickets, and 
my big, new Auto Book also! I want you to see for 
yourself—just why B. W. Cooke “JOB-WAY” 
Training is bringing so many men BIG Money in 
such remarkably quick time. I want you to see 
what it can do for youl 
Learn how men without a day’s previous auto 
experience, and only common schooling 
come Garage Owners, Superintendents, 
Managers and can earn up to $150 a Week 
and more! See why hundreds of men have 
found ‘“JOB-WAY” to be such interesting, 
practical Training! 
I stand ready to give you absolute proof. Clip 
COUPON NOW and I'll rush your Les- 


About the Tremendous 
Money-Making Oppor- 
tunities in the 


WORLD'S 
BIGGEST BUSINESS! 


Find out how you can get into this gigantic 
Auto Business’ Think of it—7 Thousand 
Milhon Dollars paid to Auto men every year 
for upkeep alone! See why there are so many 
Tremendous Opportunities for the trained 
Auto Man to get Big Raises in Pay QUICK! 
—opportunities waiting for YOU! My Free 
Book shows why. My Free Lessons show how 
you can take advantage of these wonderful 
Opportunities. 


BE AN ELECTRICAL 
and MECHANICAL 


yee 
MONEY-man; sonsand Job Tickets to you A bsolutely Freel 
Joss 
Imagine Send Coupon at Once! 
: raining If you're earning a cent less than $60 a week, clip 
only Oe n. coupon now! Get the proof. See for yourself how 
sc) its, Students easily you can master Auto work right in your 
tical cae own home—and how quickly you can get in line 
ing exper. for the big Auto Jobs that pay up to $10,000 a year 
fence, b 
them and more—or in a Money- Making Auto Business 
Coupon now. Be an Auto Expert. It’s the > Thats charge and without any obligation 


one Business for the red-blooded, ambitious 

man who wants to make real money! I help you 
do it. Get all the particulars about my lifetime 
Employment Service and my lifetime Consulta- 
tion Service — both of which I include Free of 

Extra Charge. 

Find out MEI Don’t sell your time for 


fous low pay! You don't need 
to! Get all the Facts! Find 
out how you can become a 
Big Pay Man in amazingly 


Fates *-Job-Was:* on your part whatever, 
all other trainine—it it ie 


the 


+ 
quick time! These 3 FREE Lessons of 
and 3 Job Tickets show you why you piso 


can stay home; keep your present job! They prove that °o wt a 
you don't have to leave your doorstep—that you can Master 
every branch of Auto work right in your own FRR A 
home. Coupon while I can still offer you 
these Lessons and Job Tickets absolutely ae 
ats 
My Big, New Book, ‘AUTO FACTS’ 
Coupon brings this startling, revolu- men have reached Big Pay in amazing- pe* y . 
tionary, new Auto Book, also abso- ly QUICK Time! Shows what you can ot 
lutely Free! Shows how hundreds of do! Send for it now! 
CHICAGO MOTOR TRAINING CORPORATION 


1916 Sunnyside Avenue Chicago 
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A SAYING becomes universally popular if 
its expression recalls an experience of 
pleasure. “Have a Camel!” are the three 
happiest smoke words ever uttered because 
no other cigarette ever gave the world so 
much enjoyment. To millions of experi- 
enced smokers, Camels are contentment 
realized. 

Camel has become the most popular 
smoke of all time because of quality. 
Camels contain the choicest Turkish and 
Domestic tobaccos that nature grows. 
Then these superb tobaccos are given a 
blending that can be found in no other 


The happiest words in the world 


cigarette. ‘The largest tobacco organiza- 
tion in the world puts its all and its best 
into Camels. You could smoke, end to 
end, a mile of Camels—they will never 
tire the taste, never leave a cigaretty 
after-taste. 

We invite you now to in roduce your- 
self to the finest made. 

Millions of friendly voices are calling 
you to the mildest, mellowest fragrance 
that ever came from a cigarette. Once you 
know what they mean, no words can com- 
pare with 

“Have a Camel!” 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY, WINSTON-SALEM, N. C. 
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